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ſon who occured to my 


Thoughts on this occaſi- 


on ſhould be the Dutcheſs 


of Mar borough. : 
Not all the Security we 


us unmindful of the Gra- 


titudes we owe to | your 
which hoe been! bs © 


for us by our late — Ns | wat 


are not greater, than what 
5 night | have been expected 1 
from ” 


rom the long C Courſe of 
Ks Duke wk Marlborongh's 
Vactories: 11 
If we are at + info 15 
Almut the Politer Arts, 
if our Trade flouriſhes, if 
r Credit riſes both at 
we have obtained a genes 
ral Peace for dur Allies, if 
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us for our Protection, the 
Germans for our Faith, and 
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Grace will be moſt delight- 


ed to hear mentioned, 1. 
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e Affection 
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Abfence from His native 
Coun⸗ 
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ater 43 10 Euribates he's Th waiting « at. u. 
| King 5 Pavillion, 
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EURIBATES. 
H O's there? 
At. A Soldier, and a Greek, Eurib ates. 
Eur. Say what important Care has 
rais d you thus | 
Before the Sun, do the Winds ſel 
our Canvaſs, 
- Shall theſe Confted'rate Kings, whats 
valiant Bauds 
at e here axtendes on the Strand of Aulis, 
EK | gud againſt Trey, ſhall they at laſt Embark, 
7 ae vilft like a Storm that Pride of Alia? 
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Arc. No, no, all Sleep; the Camp, the Fleet is hufht, 

Th' impriſon'd Winds wirkdut à Murmur reſt: 

And not a Zephyr curls the drowhie Flocl. 
Eur. All reſt, but Agamemnon; W b on ow 

Diſtracting Paſſions rend his mighty Breaſt, 

Alone he tits, alone in yon Pavilion, 

Suſtains his Grief, his Hands ſup port his Head, 

A winking Taper only his Companion; _ 

Which'now and then juſt lifts a quivering Flame, 

And:darts a Melancholly Gleam around: _ it 

Thy Heart would bleed to fee him. Wert thou ſent for: 

Ac. By his Commands, I wait thus early here: 

But my Soul feels bis Sorrows ere I know em. 

Say what Afflictions have o'erta'en the King, 

Whom I believ'd the happyeſt of Mankind? 8 

----The Gods with every Blefling crown his Hopes; 

A happy Prince, a Father, and a Husband : vhs a 

He Rules in Peace the fruitful Realm of Argos,” \ 

--- Does the Defire of Power, Ambition fire him? 


Lo, twenty Kings, our Grecian Empire's Chiefs, 


Inrol their Royal Names to ſerve beneath him; 

And ask his Conduct in this glorious War, 

Their God in Arms, ſprung from immortal Fove,. 
Eur. Repeat his Glories, ſum his Bleſſings up; 

Recount what late he was, and you ſhall ſee 

From whata height this King of Kings is falb'n. 4 
Arc. Was; is he not belov'd, rever d by all? 

Achilles courts his Friendſhip, young Achilles, 

The Pride of Oracles, and Boaſt of Fate, 

The Darling of the Gods, their promis d Hero, 

Impatient asks his Daughter Iphigenta, GA 

And vews to light his Bridal Torch at Troy. 


'—— She too, the Joy and Wonder of all Eyes, "IG 


Doubly ker Father's ſoy, lives in his Heart. 


I've ſeen the mighty Monarch drop his Sceptre, 


Waile yet her Infant Years, her Infant Manners, 
Fore: 


'0re- 


r 8 
r 
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rr oo ne he eo ter er ae br ag „ 


I've ſeen him bufily employ d, and pleas d 
To trifle with his Child; attend her Prattle, 


And watch her artleſs Smiles; then graſp her hard, 
And catch her to his Breaft; while drops of [for 
Came ſudden from his Soul into his Siglt. 
And all reveal'd the Father. 


Eur. Oh no more! | 


|| You touch his Grief my Heart is tom to think 
That Iphigenia was his Soul's Delight. 


Arc. ls ſhe not ſtill the ſame? has not bis Lo ẽʒẽ * :- 


lncreas' d ev'n as her Years; is ſhe not ill 
Dear as his Glory? as his Fame unſully'd?. 


Eur. Attend, and you ſhall hear the mournful Cauſe, 


Lou may remember, Arcas, when our Fleets,, _ 


ere ſummon'd by the Winds, hoiſted their Canvas, 


The flattering Gales blevy briskly from our Shores 
” To diſtant Troy —— while all the chear ful Hoſt 

' 500d eager to Embark, and with loud Shouts 

- Proclaim'd their Hoſtile Joy----when ſuddenly _ 
ome Power unſeen recall'd the Breath of Heav'n,. 
The buſie Air was ſtill, the Waters ſilentt 
The flagging Sheet clung to the ſturdy Maſt, 

Jar uſeleſs Oars weary'd the quiet Deep 

In vain; in vain the hardy Seaman toil'd: 


7 ” 


Our valiant Chiefs all upward turn'd their Though's, 


To deprecate the Vengeance of the Gods. 

N Sage Neſtor, Menelatms, wiſe Uly/Jes, 

Fach offer'd at Diana's Silver Shrine | 

| Their private Vaws, and begg'd a Wind for Greece; 
Ling Agamemnon laft approach'd her Altar, 

Je bow'd, and paid his Tributary Victim; 

| When lo; the Flame in a thick Cloud of Smoak 

| Vas choak'd, the Altar rent, the ample Dome 
Of the high Temple ſhaok, the frighted Prieſts 


| bled from their Charge Calchas alone remain d, 
And to the proſtrate King, with Horror dumb, 


* 
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The VIC TI N. 3 


2 Foretold her Virtues; and her Beauty's Progreſs. 11 4, 
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Thus ſpoke the Virgin Deity's- Decree; 
„ You Arm ame aud Trey theſe Powers 1 in vain, 
Voleſs a mighty Sacrifice be ſlain; 

„Ualeſs a Daughter, ſptung from Helen's Seed, 
On chaſt Diana's holy Altar bleed. 
Would you recal thoſe Winds the Gods ey, 

** Appeaſe the Gods; let Iphigevia die. 

Arc. His Child! | 

Eur. The Fondling of his Soul, his Daughter. | 

Arc. Immortal Gods! how tranſient are our Joys! 


They only ſerve to heighten our Misfortunes, 


And give our Minds a quicker Senſe of Woe, ' 
How did he bear this ſhock ? 

Eur. Ev'n.as a Man. . | . 
Nature, at once Rebellious to his will, | GS 


Fixt him a Statue on the Marble Pee pein 33 
His Blood congeal'd; a dewy Sweat diſtilbd 3 5 
From his pale Face---- When thro' a thouſand Sets top 85 


His broken Accents burſt. with thoughtleſs Rage 

He curſt his rigid Fate? then haſten'd hither, © 
Reſolving to diſmiſs the Troops; ſince that 3 
The Conflict of his Paſſions racks his Soul. 
---Behold him, Atcas; fee the King, the Father, 
Alternately contending which ihall Rule. 5 


Enter A memnon from his Pavilion; a Letter in ; his 
. Hand. 9 FR ; 


Agam. The public Policy demands 10 Life; 
Shall I then Sacrikce my Child, or People? 
They are my Children too; let private Int reſt, N 


Let Nature's Call yield to the general Good? 


But Nature will return; I am a Man 
By human Pafhons ſway'd; I feel her Loſs, 
And feel it as a Father, not a King. 
Arc. Hail'to the bore of Kings, great lune. 


Agam. 


17 8 


am. 


On what ſhall J refdlve? Inform me, Arca. 
My Daughter comes; ſhe comes to meet her Father, 
Her Father and her Lover--hapleſs Virgin! 


The VI c TIM. by 


Agam. Yes, ſhe muſt die; Ulyſſes has my Word, 
Hah ; Arcas, do the Gods delight in Blood? — To Arcas. 
Arc. Too deep Reflection wounds your generous Mind, 
High Heav'n may yet Reverſe the dire Decree. 1 
Agam. At firſt the cunning Stateſman ſooth d my Rage, 
And gave the Torrent of my Paſſion way; Ws | 
But ſoon the artful Orator appear'd, ESP. 1 
He repreſented me a King, a General: | | C 
Will you, ſaid he, grow old, and ruſt at Home, 
In ignominious Eaſe doat on your Houſhold, | 
Or Reign a King; the Sovereign Lord of Greece? | 
Oh I confeſs----with guilty Shame I own, . A Af | 
Charm'd with my Power, that mighty ſ-unding Name, 9 
The King of Kings, and General of Greece „ 
Wrought on the hauzhty Weakneſs of my Sou. k 
et more---.the Gods in Dreams purfu'd my Mind, 
There they reproach'd my ſacrilegious Pity, | 1 
And threaten'd to Avenge their {ſighted Altars; 5 
— Thus vanquiſh'd by the Cunning of Uyſſes, is 1 
And thus attack 'd by Hray/n---- Euribates; e 
Oh Arca; —. I ref:ly'd my Child ſhould bleed, 
wrote to haſten her Arrival here 
Jn this Pretence, that young Achilles preſs d | 
Lo wed her here, before he faild for Trop. 3 
Arc Achilles, fir d with Love and juſt Reſentment, 
Ml never tamely ſee his Miſtreſs bleed. 
Eur. Achilles then Was abſent from the Camp, 
To check a Neighbouring State's increafing Pride. 
{Il thought the War weuld coft both Blood and Time; 
bur what can ſtop tł irmpetuous Hero's Courſe? Fo 3 
Achilles fought, and triumph'd, and return d. Fl 
And late laſt Night rcjoin'd our Troops in Aulis. i i 
Arc. Has he yet heard the fatal Oracl- CITY | 
Agam. ] dare not tell him what the Gods decree, 
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* She comes to meet inevitable Fate, SB 


Glides thro' her Veins----Ah no, my Friend, I mourn 
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l mourn not for her Youth, or that my Blood 


L * N 


Ten thouſand Virtues join'd; our mutual Love, 
Her Piety for me my Tenderneſs for her. 

No, no, I'll not believe it. Heay'n, thy Juſtice 
Cannot approve this diſmal Sacrifice: 

Thy Oracles would only tempt my Faith, 

And my Obedience would be impious here. | 

Arc. Then how. will you diſcharge your ſolemn Word. 
Your Promiſe to U!yſſes, that the Day 5 
She here appear d the Royal Maid ſhould die? 

Agam. Therefore I ſent for thee, my faithful Areas; 
This Charge will both thy Zeal and Prudence prove. 
Haſte to Mycere, ſtop my Daughter's coming, 
Give Clytenmefira this, and let her know 
My Daughter muſt not yet prepare for Awlts, 
Inevitable Death muſt meet her here; 

If ſhe appears, no human Art can fave her. Ih. 
Haſte, fave her from the Gods Oh fave her from her Father, 
Stay Arcas, let not Chtemneſtra know; 


Hide from my Child and Wife the fatal Secret: 


Hurt not their tender Minds with the ſad Tale. 

Oh, Arcas, IJ am forc'd to feign Excuſes, ; 

Why 1 revoke thoſe Orders which I gave; 

Tell em, for ſo I write, the Son of Peleus, 

Achilles, cools, and would defer the Rites 

Of Marriage, till he comes from Troy victorious. 

Tell em (fo I pretend) the ſudden Cauſe INS 

Of this quick Change, proceeds from a new Miſtreſs : 

The fair Eriphile, his Lesbian Captive, | we 

With a new Paſſion warms the Hero's Heart. 

Euribates, attend him, let him know © 

What better may be done, what further ſaid.” L 
1 3 Exeunt Eur. and Arcac. 

But lo, Achilles and Ulyſes entring. 5 5 


Ente 


ord. 


her, 


2 4 mr 
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Enter Achilles and Ulyſſes. 
Agam. That you return, ſwifter than rapid Fame 
[To Achilles. 
Can bear your Triumphe on her loaden Wings, $917 7:19 


] gratulate the Grecian State, arid 
Her growing Hope----Hail Son of mi mighty Pelens!” 
All Theſſaly is conquer'd or appeas'd, 
And Lesbos new to Chains, a Virgin Conqueſt, - | 0 
Beholds her youthful, her victorious Lord. bY 
Ach Unworthy Victory! they ſhamed our Arms, 
Submitting to their Fears, and left our Valour | 
An idle Gazer only--;-yet ere long SN. 
A nobler Scene of e WILSDPPRr.. ET N 
Troy; Troy, with all her haughty Towers watt make! bak 
and Hector's Cheek turn white, when he beholds 10 
The looſen'd Winds drive on their promis d Vengbdnee! 
ur. fearleſs RBands----wiule the divided F 
Vieldi in a thouſand N ie e ee IK 
She. ſhe's the Warrior's Need; thank you, ger 
That you prevent my Wiſhes; there's 2 Whiſper ©" 18 16.— 
Runs chroughthe Camp which lays. the Queen and Princeſs 
Are on their ſournęy hither; my full Heart 
Recciv'd the welcome News with Joy, with Tranſport! 
Agam. What {aid you? that my Daughter and my Wife 
Are on their Way to Aulis, to this Shore? | 
Achil. To Aulis; wherefore are you thus ſurprisd? 
Hon. Good Heav'r, does he too know the fatal Secret 


[To 1520 aſidey 


Uly/. My Lord, the King m 7 juſtly be ſurpris d. 
Is this, is this a lime for Joy, for Love, 
When a dead Sea ſtrikes Horror thro” our Camp, 


Diſeaſes waſte the Soldier, angry Heay'n 5 


Calls for Atonement, Sacrifice and Prayer? 
And will Achilles, will the Son of Thetis, 
When every Knee bends to the Gods for Mercy, 
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Will he alone reprbach their picus Sorrow 
With ill-tim'd Joys, inſult the Publ lick Grief, . 
And give his PAſibns' {cope ?—— Say, is it „ 
At ſuch a time as this. that Agamemnon 
Urge on the publick Fate with Feſtivals? 
—- Divine Achilles, yet reflect and feel 
Your Country“ s Grief — And then your Love for her, 
Like mine for you, will chide your eager Joy, 
And ſay tis out of Seaſon. 
Achil. Wiſe Declaimer; 
Tbe Fields of Troas, and £camanider's Flood, 
Shall witneſs who's the better Greek, Pelide- 
Or talkative Ulyſſes — But till then 
Load every Altar with a Sacrifice, 
Open the bleeding Victim's Breaſt, there gueſs 
The Reaſon of your Fears, there ſearch the Cauſe 
Of accidental N!s,, and raiſe new Doubts 
With pious Frauds — But, Sir, for me, for me,. 
Who neither know, nor care to know from Juglers,.. - 
My Joys or Fears, let me purſue a Marriage Fi 
That neither can concern the Gods nor you. 
—— Yet think not that inactive I'll conſume, , ..... ,.. , 
My ardent Youth; the Rites of Love rform'd, | = AT 
Then I'll Imbark fot Troy, and think I'm Mts 
If any Grecian treads that Strand before me. 
Agam. Why ſhould the Gods, if Gods can know no favy 
Shut up their Seas, impriſon all their Winds, fe 
And ſtop the burnin 8. Hero's Courſe to Aſia 
----- Yet ſo it is-----Princes, we mult retire, 
Each with his Royal Hoſt, and break this League; 
Tis vain, 'tis impious to contend, when Heav'n 
Declares againft us. 
Achil. tia! what ſays the King? _ 
DU, What means our Chief? Valiant rides ſpeak. 
Agam. Princes, we muſt retire-----Lead. off your POIs 
The Winds too long have weary d out our Withes,. 
Abus d our Hopes. . -Heay n is the Shield of Tru. 
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The angry Gods, by numberleſs Preſage s, 4, 
Forbid eur Way to 4[14. Ae e e I 


Achil What Preſages? 


| £ 


What Omens ſhew the Anger of the Gods? 
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Agam, For that conſult the Gods; their Oracles.. 


Declare your Life's the Price of conquer d. Tro; 1} 


Yes, Troy may fall, but the young Son of Ihetis, 


wa \ wi 
* 


Achilles, in the very Spring of TVout 1 * [1 


Muſt Pay the Purchaſe of ſo dear a Triumph. _. , 
Achil, And muſt theſe Kings, aſſembled to revenge +. - 
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In ſhameful Inactivity dishand; 


While Paris inſolently boaſts his Flame, 17 
And unchaſtis d enjoys your Brother's Wife? 
Agam. Your Aae Heat Aftensde the War; 
Your Arms have doubly {atisfy'd our Wrongs; 3 7 = 
When ſwift, as the blue Fire or Bolt from Heay'n;, .- . ö 


They ſpread their Horrors thro” th Zgean Sex; 2 
While the ſwoln Waters roll'd iato the Portes 
Of trembling Troy, 
A ravag'd City dad ye ee has 
Have amply well aveng'd the Rape of Helen: 
Eriphile, yeur Pris'ner, ,vainly ftrives,  _ 
To hide her noble Birth, her Silence ſpeaks her- 
in ſullen Majeſty, wita Pride ſhe mourns, 

Her haughty Grief reveals what it Would hide. ; 
Achil. Your Arts, your Menaces are yain and weak:- 
'Tis true, the Fates foretold my Mother Goddeſs, ' 
When ſhe receiy'd a Mortal to her Bed, EY 
Her Son might either chule with many Tears 
A Life inglorious, or Immortal Fame 10 
And Death in blooming, Youth, —— Shall I deſcend  * 
To count my Hours by the {hoy Walte of Sands 
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. a 4 L 4? 7 
To ſave my Father's Part in me? —-this Fleſh. m 
Away, away. — Let Oracles be dumb; | 


Lis, Honour calls, Honour's my Oracle; 


> 
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The Rape of Helen, to revenge your Wrong; 1 i \ 4 
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the Wrecks of ruin'd Lesbos, N ; 
a Captive Beauty,. 5 1 
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The Hero's Soul knows no ne but Glory i 1 
My Life's the Gods, my Honour is my own.” 3 tb 
Why do we mainly vex our {elves with Laws 


| i And doubtful Tales from Prieſts-----To Arms, to OW 
ö wy Our Anceſtors are Gods, let us purſue © 
Hit The Pats their Virtueled=—»-» ſhake ofthis Load: 


Plunge into deathleſs Fame, and riſe Immortal. 


1 Vet; Agamummun, tis reſery'd for you; 

| The Action and the Glory ſhall be e 

5 I only ask the Honour to obey; r Dog oe 
Ler us Pau for Troy, Vil ſtraight review 05 


'W: The ſick ning Troops, 
| And with my Preſence raiſe. their droopin Spirits | 
. e Ach 
* h/. You 55 he's l refolya to fait ern. 
fi His eager Heart pants after Arms and Glory; 
* TFrkhirſty of Fame . We fondly thought his liven 
* Would hold him back But Love inflames boa 1 
ll Provokes and animates his native aten 
tl | Asam. Oh Ip igen E e DNF 
14 U Wheretore broke that Sigh? 
5 Do you yet feel the Pangs of ſtrugling Nature? 
jd Call? up ſuperior Reafon to your Aid, 
1 Exert her Force, and loofe this Wornan's Weakneſs, - 
q Agam. Ob, tis a heavy Task, at once the ſtifle, 


With our weak Reaſon, the ſtrong Throws of Nature! : 
Muſt I then ſee her bleed, and be my” 111% #1504 


6 A Siph, a (iroan! 1 am a Man, Ce. bs 
5 _ Uly, Think Iphigenia is no longer yours; EE ns 
5 Buy folemn Vows devoted to the God:: an 
Think, when the Grecians know this Oracle, 
And that you (doating on your Child) retus's * Wo 
þ To ftishe the Gods; Whatever ls, ow 6 i ö 
| Whatever Plagues, or Heay'n or Nature Lad 3 
Wal 
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Will all be charg'd on you; the Prieſts will urge it, 
Call you their choſen Curſe, their impious Scourge. 
Remember too your ſacred Honour ſuffers; | 
Honour, a Jewel placd in Crowns. to light 


And animate Mankind to virtuous Glorys rid 3 gf 47 


Made to diſtinguiſh and adorn Deſert. 
Agam. Your Heart, at diſtance from th woes i feel, 

Appears intrepid Make my Cauſe wy own.” 

Suppoſe your Son Telemachus to bleed, 

Behold the fatal Bandage round his Temples, | 

See the Prieſt leads him trembling to the Altar; 

Your Child now weeps and turns his begging Eyes 


On his bard Father See the fatal Knife 


Directed to his Throat this dreadful Image 

Should make you- ſhudder at the Pangs I bear, 

And melt your haughty Language into Tears. 

—Enough'of-this—— My fatal Word is givers | 

And if my Daughter comes to Aulis here, 

Thus I confirm my Promiſe She fball die, 
Nye See where the King of Lacedamon n | 

Tour Brother Menalaus comes in hate, 7 

And wears the weight of Buſineſs on his Brow. | 


bu Menelau: 


Mene. Chief among Kings, Aide, 120 prince; 
All hail! -——You have perform'd your ſacred Words 
The Queen and Iphigenia both are come: | 
They had arriv' before, but that they wunder- d, 


Loſt in thoſe Woods which made the An of f Au — 


Agam. Hah! what lays wy Brother f 
Mene. In the Camp, 
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Your Daughter, and her Mother Cen Warts „ 1 


Receive the wWeleome Shouts of the glad Soldier ;; 

And v ithꝰ em young Eriphile, che Lesbian, 

Zomes to Sojlicit here her Deſtiny; 35; 
And know of our wile Calchas, who's bir Faber; 
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I think theſe Beauties have alarm'd us all. 
For every, Tongue is buſy'd in a Queſtion, _ | 
And every Eye is pleas'd with my fair Niece : | 
Some ask the Reaton of their Journey hither; . 
While others Pray the Gods long to preſerve 'em ; 
But with united Voices they proclaim =o 

Your Name aloud, call leh bi glorious King, 
Their Leader to immortal Fame and Conqueſt. 
Maintain your Character, and let em know, 
Your People are much dearer than your Child. 
/ He is determin'd now, urge him no farther, 
We'll haſte to Calchas, and prepare the Altar; 

Our Chief declares, the Gods Ka N. Rar, 
Asam. The jealous Gods have thus ſecur'd their Vengeance; 
And broke the ſecret Wheels of my vain Wiſdom, 
Were I permitted to indulge my fie, e ee 
N Tears they might relieve my ſwelling Breaſt; 

hard Fate of Kinge we are but Slaves in Purple, 
Eypos'd to rigordus Chance, while every Ã tr 
N. cenſul'd and conde mud by vulgar Tongues. 
Beſieg'd with Spies What an oppreſſive Weight, 
Is ſmother'd Grief; how heavy at = es 03; 

Uly/. I am a Father, Sir; I too confeſs 
The weakneſs of fond Nature; naw. I feel 
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The Blow that ſhakes you-----{ce, my ſwimming Eyes 

Have catch'd the growing. Grief from yours, and ſhed). 

Their ſocial Drops in friendly Conſort with. you; 
Fes, while we may, enjoy your mighty Sorrow, 

Weep o'er your dying Child.—-we lll aid your Tears, 

But what wil; Tears avail? no, let us ceaſe 

This helpleſs Sorroyy , let us mourn in Blogd, 

In Phrygian Blood Let Hedtar"s lwelling Veins 

Shed purple Drops t Thin on yônt riſing Glory: 


o 8 


Behold our Ships c*ep-ſptead the Hf 
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And whiten, with Heir Prows, the-tgamy Surge! 
Behold proud Troy in Flames, her Citizens, 


And haughty Friam bending at your Feet; 


Helen 


1all be obe yd. | f Nest 
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Helen reſtor'd, by you reſtor' d to Greece; 

Our Navy now, *crown*d with victorious Garlands, 
Triumphant cut their liquid Way to Aulis; | 
While the bold Trumpers Eccho tothe Shores 

Of diſtant Greece, great Agamenmon comes; 

Fame will, from Age to Age, deliver down, 

And keep alive in her eternal Records, 

The never-dying Name of Agamemyon. 

Ag am. I yield 
Their Victim ſhall attend the ' dreadful Shrine;  - ++ 
Let Calchas yet preſerve the fatal Secret; u 
Oh, let not Ciytemneſtra know her Child 
Muſt die, cut off in the gay Morn of Life; a 
Hard Fate! are theſe my promis'd Hopes, wy. f 
Haye I for this with Culture form'd her Mind 7. 
For this alone, to loſe her in her Bloom? 

The Florift thus, when Winter's Rage is Her, N 
When Froſts and Snows, and Tempeſts are no more, & 
To the kind Soil commits the future Flower. * 
Now genial Heats unbind the teeming Root, 
3well it with Life, and make the Fibres ſnoot: 
He ſees the rifing Vegetable rear 
The tender Stalk, and truſt it ſelf in Air; 1 
Now Weſtern Gales breath thro” the vernal Skie, 10 
Unfold the Bud, and ſhew its various Die. | 
Secure, he-views his Labour with Delight; 
When unexpected. in one piercing Night, 


lis promis d Joys are curs'd by a diſaſtrous Blight. | 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


NOW 263 | Enter Eriphile and Doris 


TY us begone, and while that happy Maid 
Receives her Father's and her Husbandꝰs welcome, 
While Iphigenia, that triumphant Beauty, | 
Poſſeſſes every Joy her Heart can wiſh, 

Let me cetire, thus covetouſly hoard 

My mighty Griefs, and keep alive 72 5 Sorrows. 

Doris. Why do you urge your cruel Memory, 
Oh why provoke it to renew your Tears? 

"Tis true, Captivity imbitters Life; 

Yet when the Victor Homicide in Chains 

Led you to Argos, then you ſeem'd to bear 

Leſs heavily the weight than now, when Fart 
And lovely Iphigenia ſmile upon you. , 

Eri. Think'ft thou twill mitigate my Pain, 70 ſee 
All ſmiling Joy around, while I am fixt, mY _— | 
Amidſt this Happineſs, the Mark of Fate? 
Nor have the partial Gods permitted me ee 
To know who gave this Being to a Wretch. 

And when 1 ask the dreadful able,” . 
When I wou'd ſearch the Source from whence I ring 
It tells me, I ſhall periſh when I know it. 1 

Doris. All Oracles in doubtful Meanings hide, 
Or in dark My ſter ies obſcure the Truth; 

Your Name, your Parents are alike cones 7 
And you muſt wait till Time unravels al. 

Eri. Thy Father, all the Witneſs you had. 

Wou'd never ſuffer me to ask my Birth, 
But when my curious Tongue i inquir 9 foo 1. | 
In Ty, ſaid he, you'll find. your Ro lag = 
There you'll retrieve your Family 50 Name; 
But when 1 bop'd to vitit that fam'd City, 
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That, that, of all my Woes, fits heavy'ſt on me. 


r 6 2 


9 7 "he 
: : _ 

67 + 
I” TR YT 


— wn I * * 
X — 4 * 


24 wy * N 5 4 
* 4 [4 4 
Ft be: 13.46 &/+% bd 2b : 
1 CL 


$ ” * 
. * 
i i 3 < „ TL "x" 3 
neee 


The VIC TIN. 


Achilles, the fierce Mirmiden led on 


His dreadful Troops, and ſack'd our trembling Lesbos. 
And thus I only keep The pompous Name, 4 


Of what I neer ſhall prove, a Royal Birth. 

Doris. We both ſhaw'd hate the Hand that gave the Bloyp; 
The pitileſs Achilles... Calchas, Madam, 
Calchas, who knows the Secrets of the Gods... 
Will ſoon diſcover all that you can a.,, j | 
And Iphrigenta's Marriage with the Victor ; 


* 


Will both confirm and ſtrengthen your protection. 1 Fo 


2 


Eri. Curſe on that Marriage! the ſwift Lightning blaſt. it 


15 


Doris. How, Madam! 7 
Eri. Doris, thou haſt ſhook my Soul; 
Attend, and thou. ſhalt hear my. countleſs Griefs, 
And be amaz'd I bear em all, yet live; DAG 
Captivity----my Parents loſt---my Country- 
Thy Father's Death -- fit lightly at my Heart. 
----Deſpair and Love rack my diſtracted Soul. 
{s there a Burthen, Maid, like hopeleſs Love? 
Yes this Deſtroyer of. Mankind, Achilles, 
This bloody Author of my Woes, with name 
i own is dearer to my Eyes than Light. 
Doris. Tyrannic Loye! where will this Paſſion end 
Eri. I thought to hide in everlaſting Silen ee 
This weakneſs of my Soul----But oh, my Heart. 
Unable to contain the ſwelling Secret 
Thus breaks a Paſfage thro' my Eyes an 
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d Tongue. 


ack me not how, or where, my Hopes were founded, 


hether the Hero's Tenderneſs iuflam'd 


Phe growing Paſſion, when he ſoothd my Cares, | 


and with Concern behek! my Chains and Tears. 


Doris. When was your Heart firſt ſenlible of Love: 
Tell me, how came the cruel Victor there? 


Eri. Shall 1 recount the Horrors of that Day, _ 


That dreadful Day, When the fierce. Warrior's Sword. 
Unpeopled Lesbos. Specchleſs, void of Lite 
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Awhile | order when my trembling Eyes: / 
Return'd to Light----I faw the Victor's Hand 
Had rais d me 8 the Earth He bad me ceaſe 
To weep----the Fair (ſaid he) are ever ſacred. 
I figh'd----and durſt not lift my Eyes, to ſee 
His dreadful Face. - his bloody Hand a mine; 
He led me to imbark----yet ſtill my E 
Caſt down avoided the deteſted fi 5 
At length I ſaw him, Doris, 1 beheld 
This dreadful Soldier, then I ſaw Achilles; 
t, oh, his Form had nothing terrible, 
I found my Heart, my Tongue, my very Thoughts | 
At once conſpir d, and took the Conqueror's Side. 
Pleas'd; yes, tranſported with my, Chains, I follow'd: 
My lovely Guide, my glorious dreadful Leader, _ * 
Doris. Then Iphigenia fall attempts in vain. 
Eri. Ves, Iphigenia courts in vain my Friend we 5 
And loads me every Hcur with hate ful Favours, 
She is my Hero's joyful promis d Bride, 
My happy Rival-.--all her Joys. - are Pangs, 
Are Daggers here, ern now they pierce my Heart. 
Doris. How can your PR (cls N en 5 es 
Triage? 
Had 5 remain d within Mycene' $ Walls, [I WON. 
You might have combated theſe ſtruggling Paſſione. 
At leaſt, have ſav d a jealous Heart the Fangs 
Your happy Rival's fight maſt hourly give. | 
Eri. A ſecret Impulſe carry'd me away, 
Hurry'd by Fate I came----In hopes I here FA 
Shou d heal my Love- nick Mind, and loſe my Sorrows: 
Theſe hapleſs Nuptials will conclude my Fate. 
If they ſucceed, Eriphile muſt die; 
The ſent Grave will hide my Loe and Aang 
——- No, Doris, no; they mult not, ſhall oye | 
PI! ſtep between their Hymeneal Joys; 
Fli part em — If Deſpair, or Jealouſie, 
Or hopeleſs Love, have any Rage or Powyer. 
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Doris. Compoſe your ſelf=---Behold the happy Fee, 
And the more happy Hangiter, both. . „ ae 


Ener Agamernnon and gens. Velen bot 


EL 
en 


70 Why will you leave me, Sir Oh, cou'd vou ge 


How ſatisfy d, with what a full Content it l 
iy Heart enjoys your Preſence, you'd ule; 5 Bol el 
Yes, you wou'd give a little to my Fondneſ?s? 


Lay by a while the weightier Cares of State. 

And deign to waſte an Hour with Iphigenta ; 

ut now you ſigh, and turn away your Eyes, 

dle thus with Joy I run to meet your Bleſſing. is 
ny are you alter'd thus? Or how have! 

©gended,: that I Joſe. my Father's Love? 
Agam. My Child love thee dearer than my Lite. * 
Iph, Here let me cheriſn, and with tender Care 

Preferve;that Love; tis as the circling Blood © 

That beats in every Vein, my Warmth, my kiealh. 

But all- Mankind are Rivals for your Love; 

The Grecians æmulouſly ſtrive to raiſe Ae 

cur Fame, and place you in their higheſt Honours, 

beit Princes all obey you; every Blelling 

attends your Wiſh unaskt, and I may now ; 

Call you with pleaſing Pride my happy Fa her.. 
Agam. Daughter, you merit a much happier Father. 
Iph. What is there wanting to your diſtant ee 


W 
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| Your Fame, your Dignity ſtands high, unequal'd; 
| The brighteſt Glories that can grace a Throne 


re yours, the bountgous; Gods can grant no more. 
Asam Which way ſhall I prepare her . Oh ſhe finks | 


| My Soul! her Tenderneſs unmans me; het I muſt, 


I cannot ſpeak 
Iph. Why do you ſtop your Sighs ? 


- You ſeem to hide with pain ſome riſing Paſſion, 
Have we without your Orders left Mycene ? 
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 Agam. You never diſobey'd me, Iphigenia; 
Our Joys have always'fome alloy of Sorrow, 
And Dignities are ever mixt with Cares. 

Iph. Ybu ſhall not know a Care while I am here; 

Bluſh nor'to bela Father for a Moment. 
What will the Princeſs ſay, this Royal Maid, 
When ſhe beholds you thus negle& my Love? 
Oft have Iglory'd in my Happineſs, BY 
And promis'd de Relief to fair Eriphile, 
From Agamamnons Goodneſs and Protection: 
How will ſhe take this cold Indifference? 

Alas! ſhe fees I have deceiv'd my ſelf pe 1. 
With flattering Hopes —— © OR PHY © 
Agam. Oh Doughter--Iphigntim! | =” orien vx 

What ſha}l I fay----my labouring Heart will bent 
Iph. Give me your Grief, my Father=--let me feel” 
And ſhare your Sorrow, whatſoe'er it be. 
Agam Ye partial Powers! Oh" give me Seen, and 
Virtue, 
Iph. Perifh ch adulterom Author of this War. 0 
Agam 41s Death will coſt the Conqueror ſore Bloug 
Ih. The Gods for ever guard your ſacred Life. 
Agam. The Gods, my Child arè deaf to all our Prager a 
Iph. But Calchas now prepares à Sacrifice; 
They ſay that Sacrifice will make us happy. 5 7755 
Agam. May Heav'n before tis offer'd be e. 
Iph. When will this Sacrifice be made? 3 
Agam, Too ſoon, 
1th. Shall we with mutual Prayers aſſiſt ths prieſt, 
And jointly offer up our Vows for Greece? 
am. Yes, Daughter, yes-----you will aſſiſt the Prieſt 
Yos; you mak offer up your — Vov/s for Grecere. 


Nr Jun: Ib. 
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Tphigenia Eriphile, and Doris: . . 
15. What can thus ſhake his Mind? 1 feel his Fears 


And tremble ere I know his Serrows Cauſe. 
Ye never dying Guardians of the Juſt, 
Miniſtring Angels, fave, defend the King 
From this impending Ill. whate'er it be. 
Eri. Some Buſineſs of the State rolls in his Mind 
ny breaks his Thoughts; all will be calm again, 
you thus feel imaginary Pains, 
How wou'd you bear my Burthen; I, who know 
No Parents, no Protector, no Relief? 
if Agamemnon ſhou'd neglect your Piety. 
Yor Royal Mother wou'd repay that lofs 
With double Fondneſs; if they both forſake you, 
Your Hero, your Achilles will receive 


And cheriſh with eternal Love your Beauties. 


Iph. Oh fair Eriphile, that Gedlike Hero 
Will ſoon relieve our Cares, and eaſe my Heart; 
His mighty Soul is fill'd with Love and Glory, 
in Arms heiruſhes dreadful to the War, 


Impetuous, rapid as contending Winds, 


Rough as the wintry Storm that plows the Deep, 
In Peace he mildly drops the boiſterous Warrior, 

Then he's all Love, ſoft as the balmy Air 
That gently bends the Herbage, ch breathes 
The Morning Sweets —— 

Eri. You are all Rapture, Madam. 

Ith, All Tongues are eloquent, all Eyes are pleasd, 
And every Heart is, warm'd with Joy to ſee him, 
The general Wonder, and the general Love:; 
Ves, he is all that Woman's Wiſh can fancy, 1 
To ſatisfie her Pride, or pleaſe her Eyes. 

Eri. With what tranlporting Joy her buſie Tongue 
Dwells on his Praiſe! *tis worſe than Death, than Shame! 
Her Words are Tongues of Adders, Tails of Scorpions, [ Aſide. 
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Iph. His Fame, his Love, my Parents, and my Duty, 
Gave him the full-Poſſeſſion-of my Heart: 
And now, my Friend, our Lives, like joining Streams, 
Unruffled by Adverſity or Strife, 
Shall flow into Eternity together. 

Eri. No, no: I'll raiſe a Storm ſhall rack your Peace. 
Oh Rage! oh Jealoufie!----yet hold my Heart, 
My tortur'd Heart l. -Curſe on their happy Loves. Af 
I ph. You ſeem diſturb'd, Eriphile; the Blood 
Glows in your Face - What has diſorder d you? 

Eri. A ſudden Pain ſhot like a Dagger thro me, 
I thought I ſhould have fainted- --Pray go on; 
You fay this Lover, this Achilles. 

Tph. Yes; 
Is. he not more than halt Divine, Eviphilet 
----- And yet I wonder he ſo long is abſent, 
He muſt have heard of our Arrival here: 
My jealous Heart fears ev'ry thing, ev'n you, | 
My Father, and Achilles. .- All one 
Or coldly meet my Love. 

Doris. Madam, your Mother, e 
The Queen appears, the Royal "Chef: EIN 


Enter Clytemneſtra with a Letter. 


chi. Daughter, we muſt again reviſit Argos, 
Haſte, let us fly and {ave us from Difhonour. 2 
I no longer wonder, Agamemnon' 
Gave us ſo cold a Welcome to the Camp. 


Gives Tph, the Letter. 


Behold this Letter, which was ſent by Arcas, 
Sent to prevent our Journey; but the Meſſi 
 Miſcarry'd, while our Chariot ſtray d laſt Night | 
In Aulis Woods. 

Iph. Alas! what ch ſee? | 
He writes us here, the'mighty Son of "A 
Achilles cools, and would defet the Rites 


Ci 
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ol. Marriage, till he comes from Troy #iRotious?” 


| Proceeds from young Eriphile, his Captive. 
Oh faithleſs and unkind! 
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Eri. What do 1 hear? Oh my exulting Heart [Afi 8 
72h. And that this Change, this une pete d Coſeden 


© {Reailes | 
[ Looking eee n e 


Eri. What can this mean? 


am I alive, or is it all a Dream? 

| A pleaſing Viſion? No; I wake, I liye: 

and yet the Hero never yet diſcover'd | 

| : o me his Love-----how my Tranſported Soul 


cels the ſurprizing News ! 
"Os Arm, arm your Mind; 


Ou ſteel with generous Pride your noble wie ge?" 
| | _ you Bluſh, and are concern'd'to hear © © 


s Perfidy- But think, my Child, a Soul e ifs 


The can be falſe, muſt be unworthy tooz en vo 
stay not to. feel the Shame of ſlighred Love. | 
Conduct your ſelf, worthy your Royal Birth. 

| The King ſhall know our Reſolution's fixt, 

For our Departure from the Camp. this Night. 


Madam, we will not preſs your Company 


[To Er iphile, 
k to Mycene We ſhall Lane you here, | 
n better Hands-- --Falſe Maid, we know your Wiles; ; 


os baſe Deſigns are now expos d to Day; | 
luis not Calchas that you ſeek in Aulis. L*. oy : 


2 


Iphigenia and Eriphile. 


De Yes, Tobigenia, guard thy Fame, thy Honour 
Tho thy Heart bleeds, let him not know thy Weakneſs; ; 


| The Tales of. faithful Loye are Fictions all; 

Our Fancies work, a fairy Land, a Bubble, 
That with its borrow'd Lights pleaſes a Moment, 
And then expands to empty Air again. 


Er:phile, 
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Eriphile, you're grown a happy Captive: _ 
It feems you hold your Conqueror in Chains. 
En. Madam, this ſtrange 65 


. 


iſcourſe ſurpriſes me. 


Iph. Tis I ſhou'd be ſurpris'd but ſince you know nc 


III tell you 

Erithile, Fate robs me of a Husband; 

Will you abandon me, and muſtI loſe 

A Friend No, no; you will be ever faithful; 

You wou'd not leave me, when I came to Aalis, 

My Company was your Delight, your Life: 

I know you will attend me back again. 
Eri. ſhould conſult the Prieſt. before 1 go. 
Iph. Conſult him then 


You were once my faithful Friend; 


and let us go this Momen'! 


Eri. Perhaps my Bufineſs here requires ſome ſtay. 


Th. 1 will no further preſs you to be gone; 
T know your plealing Buſineſs, here in Aulis 
Oh, cou'd { ever think Eriphile ! 
Oh, cou'd I ever think Achilles falſe! 


Eri. Can you believe I love that furious Man, 


Who never met my Eyes, but bath'd in Blood? 

Lesbos in Aſſes, Fire, and Flame, and Death, 

All the dread Storms of War, fore-ran his March 

Then when I aw him firſt, I ſaw him fierce, 

Unlovely, terrible, and full of Horrour : 

Cou'd he then make Impreſſions on my Heart ? 
Ith. Eriphile, you love this dreadful Man; 

You know not with what Joy I ſee you Paint 


The Hero bath'd in Blood — this burning Lesbos, 


This dreadful Storm of War, this Fire, this Fury, 
And all the raging Horrors of that Day, 


Which your fond Tongue with feign'd Concern repeats, 


Point out the Traces of a ſettled Paſſion 2 
Impriated on your Sou] :— Your Memory, 
Pleas'd with his Deeds, preſerves the fatal Tale. 


How have I ligh'd to hear your fond Complaints, 


And aided all your Counterfeited Grief! 
You love him. Yes; the bloody Warrior ſtil 
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wells in dur Mind -— Per fidious! and Unworthy;! 
ſee th ill- natur d Pleaſure in your Eyes; 
Your baughty Looks inſult my injur'd Love. 

Eri. Then let me greatly thus avow my Paſſion: 
oyve this Demi god, this Man immortal. Y 
ho is there, ſo inſenſible of Glory, 1 | 
So dead to all Ambition, and the Charms 
Ot Power and Rule, that could reſiſt Achilles? q 
Ask your own Heart, whence ſprung theſe fond Emotions; 
Did they not lift your Soul, and {well your Breaſt 
With extaſie, while you believ'd him yours? 

Forgive me, Madam, while 1 own a Pleaſure 
| Too great to be conceal'd,---You urg d it from me. 

And while you calld him mine, th' unruly Joy 

oke thro' all Bounds, and with uncommon Ardour 

| Gracd every Motion, ſpoke in every Look. 

| #4. Do---Glory in thy Crime, be fond of Guilt; 
de to thy Friend, and Truſt----be greatly falſe, 

| And loudly boaſt thy Shame!----the Son of Ihetis, 

| And falſe Eriphile, have Hearts alike. 

Fri. If there's a Joy en Earth, beyond the Rapture — 
| Of two united Hearts, tis to behold _ | „ 
| A lighted Rival's Pangs. Ves, my Achilles "4 

'; all; he ſhall, he will be ever mine; e Th 
| | ;ule with abſolute Command his Heart. HAY HE 

lh. Yet oh! remember, inſolent, proud Woman, 12-1 
ais perjur'd Man will be forſworn again; | 
{\cmember, I ſhall ſee your Hero's Vows 
Lid to another Shrine,----For be aſſur d, | 
| The Man, who once was falſe, can ne'er be true. 
| "craps this Wanderer may return to me: | 
| You may, with jealous Rage, behold theſe Charms 
| Y.ctorious, as my Honour; while with Pride, 

Vith virtuqus Pride, 1 ſee you both deſpair. _ 

For your weak Mind, diſpirited with Viee, 
| Knows not the Fortitude to Ser Ills. 
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Eri. Accuſe your ſeeble Charms, which n 
WW Fix. a Beat they only faintly wart d. 
pointed Eyes, with animated Fires, 
And Force) uderring, "Conquer'd all the Hero. 
N 1 5 d, your” languid Beauties dy'd:- 
| fence. only gave em Light and Being. 
«© 80 * from Weftern Hills the burning Sun 
Peſcends, and leaves his Empire to the Moon, 
« Falſe Meteors glare, and ſcatter'd Drops of Light; 


With glow-worm Spangles, dreſs the gloom of Wr. 


« But as the Radiant God remounts his Carr; 
The borrow'd Vapours ſwiftly diſappear; #* 
© They fly the Force of his celeſtial Ray, 
« Or their pale Lights are loſt in Floods of Day. 

Iph. Could I believe a perjur d Lover's Loſs 
Worthy, my Care, I might, ſecure to Conquer, 
Arm theſe neglected Fyes with killing Charms ; | 
And ſhow thee how thy arrogant, vain Soul | 
O'er- rates thy trifling Form, .- But learn from nie; 
es Virgin s laſting Beauties are her Bluſhes; an nt 
5 ie, hQ̈cafi:deſcend tinſnare her Lovin l "Lf 

ill Ws him when the poor Deceit is known. 

Yet more to mortiße thy daring Pages 3 
Senn, Agamemnon Rules iti Greece: i 

y Father here hearts S] ay Ves, Aue, 
And you the Minton of his fond Addreſſe 7 
May find, that Wrongs like maine demand Redreſy,” 


Achilles Enters. 


Eri. He comes 5 —He nen Aurtering 0 Guet 
within © 
Fears, leaſt her Jealouſies mould all prove falle | 
---- My doubting Heart is on the Rack: My Life, 
My Death depends on this important Moment! 
Achil. Fair Iphigenia, welcome" to the Camp 
Jam ſurpriz d with equal Joy and Wonder, 


To 
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To find you, thus unlook d for, here in lis. . 
Ih. Be not ſurpriz d, my Lord; I'll ſoon be gone, Going. 
And make your Wonder fink below your Jo). 
Achil. Illuſtrious Maid, ſay how have I offended? | 
5 I Holding ber. 
You fhall not go- Give me to know the Cauſe 
Why thy bright Eyes ſhoot thoſe diſdainful Fires, 
Why all thy Beauties redden thus with Anger; 
What unknown Crime have I committed?----Speak, 
Ip. How hard 'tis to diſſemble well, Achilles! 
I can't fo readily relate the Story, 
Your Lesbian Captive will inform you all, [W Exit Iphi 


Eriphile, Achilles, Doris. 


Achil. She flyes me! Do I wake? or is this all 
Illuſion only, and the Sport of Fancy? 
Alas! I feel ic here, 1 cannot bear it, 
How have I merited, oh Charming Maid. 
How has my faithful Heart deſerv d thy Scorn ? 


Eri. Oh Heav'n! He loves her fill {-------Bchold ! He 


ſinks, | | 

Unable to ſupport her dreadful Anger. | 
Ah ſhort-liv'd Joy! Once more I am undone. ¶Aſide 

Achil. Madam, if yet you can behold Achilles, 
Without remembring he was once your Foe, 
Permit me to petition you, to know 
Why Ipbigenia meets my Eyes with Scorn. 
Oh fair Eriphile, if e er you lav'd, 
It &er your tender Heart was ſenſible 
Of that ſoft Paſſion, think what I endure. 
Pity, aſſiſt me, tell me what's the Cauſe ; 
For you, I'm fure, muſt know her inmoſt Secrets, 
Th'accurfed Cauſe why Iphigenia frowns, | 

Eri. Yes, Sir, my Soul is ſenſible of Love, 5 
And 1 can pity Lovers fond Diſtreſſes. 
- But you and Iphigenia both are happy. 


C Achil: 
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Achil. Hove, happy! Did you not regard her Eyes, 
With what Diſdain they ſhot their beamy Fires? 
Wou'd ſhe endure my Sight, or hear me ſpeak? 

Eri. 1 ſee your Soul is rapt in Iphigenia. 


Achil. Eriphile, ſhe rivals my Ambition, 


Dear to my Soul as the Deſire of Fame; 

Oh ſhe's diyinely Fair, divinely Good, 

More beautiful than the 9500 Cyprian Goddeſs, 
Chaſt as the Virgin Huntreſs of the Woods. 

Eri. Thrice happy Maid, thrice happy Iphigenia, 
Cou'd ſhe repay with mutual Love this Paſſion. 
But know, young Son of Ihetis, Virgins Hearts 
Receive with Warmth and Force their firſt Impreſſions, 
Suppoſe ber Heart engag'd. — What if her Duty 
At firſt oblig'd her to admit your Vows. 

While for ſome happier Youth ſhe ſtill reſerv'd 
The ſecret Wiſhes of ber Maiden Love; 

And now ſhe ſees theſe hated Nuptials near 

She ſtarts, ſhe trembles, and beholds with Horror 


Th' Approaching Hour —— Perhaps, theſe are the Reaſons 


Why the receives you thus — Obſerve her Eyes, 

Her Sighs, ber Tears; they openly declare, 

She thinks you the dire Cauſe of all her Woe, — 
Achil. Hah! thou haſt rousd my ſleeping Jealouſie. 

Were all her Voves the cold Effects of Duty? 

No, no; I'!] not believe it. Her chaſt Mind 

Is pure and guileleſs —— thy Suſpicion's baſe. 


Let ſomething ſtirs the Camp--- the Grecian Princes 


Behold Achilles all with hoſtile Eyes: 
Ev'n now proud Menelaus and Ulyſſes 


Both arm'd their Eloquence to croſs my Love, 


They told me that my Honpur too. muſt ſuffer, 

If 1 ſhould preſs this Marriage with the Princes, 
What dreadtul Enterpriſe have they in View ? 
Why co they thus obſcurely half reveal, 

What both concerns my Honour and my Miſtreſs? 
III know this Secret; inſtantly III know it: 
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Il force it from em. My diſtracted Soul | 
Burns in ſuſpenſe between my Love and Glory. 


[Exit Achilles. 


Eriphile, Doris: 


Eri. Gods, who behold my Shame, conceal it too. 
Proud Rival, thou haſt all my Hero's Love. 
Maſt I for ever live to be thy Triamph, 
Inſolted by thy Happineſs? — Yer tell me, 
Say Dorts, have we yet one Hope?----there 1s, 
A iouring Cloud yet blackens oer their Heads; 
Yet Iphigenia thinks her Lover falſe: 
Achilles is deceiv'd, and Agamemnon 
ends from his labouring Boſom {ſecret Sighs, 
14! wait th' Event. What, tho' my rigid Stars 


5hou'd fill roven on, Deſpair will guide my Hand, 
And Animate my Soul to part theſe Lovers, b 


8 
Tour 4K <A") 


Thus when, with jealous Rape, the Wife of 
Saw his ſtoln Loves in the Nonacrian Grove, 
In vain the Conſcious Virgin urg'd a Ra 


Rath Maid, ſhe cry'd, 'ts Criminal to pleaſe; 
Thy Ruin only can my Wrath appeaſe. 
Thy Beauties ſhall no more my Fears allarm, 


"SR NN 
The Thunderer's Power, and Cynthia's borrow'd Shape: 


The Goddeſs ſpoke, with Indignation warm, | 7 


And let her Vengeance looſe on every Rival Charm. 8 
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This very Day perform d To your, Pavilion, 
He bends his Courſe, the Marriage muſt be now. 8 
That will for ever filence-baſe Reports. 85 
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a CT 11. SCENE I. 


Enter Agamemnon and Clytemneſtra, 


chi. YES. we prepar'd, — Lord, to leave the Camp, 


1 The Camp and falſe Achilles; Iphigenia 
Felt all the Pangs, that ever loveſick Maid 
Receiv'd from faithleſs Man -her Noble Heart 
Yet ſtruggled to conceal th unworthy Flame; 
But Sighs, and ſecret Tears, and ſudden Bluſhes 
Reveal d the fad Diſorder of her Mind. 3 
— When the young Hero, wondring at our Flight, 
And her Reſentment, fell upon his Knees, _ 
And fir'd with juſt Diſdain, to hear his Love 


Prophan'd ; Confirm'd it with the warmeſt Vows, 


And preſs d the ſacred Rites might be perform d., 


Agam. Enough! I do believe Achilles true, 
Well We'll perform this Marriage inſtantly, 
Celchas ſhall join their Hands before the Gods: 


But be you abſent from this nuptial Sacrifice, 


And leave to me alone the ſacred Care. 
Cht. My Lord, I cannot juſtiſie my Abſence; 
I muſt be there; behold the pleaſing Pomp 


With Tranſport, fee the bliſsful Union made, 
'And give the bluſhing Bride to her fond Loyer. 


Agam. You're now not in the Palace of Atrides, 
But in a Camp 

Cly:. A Camp where you Command, 
Where Aſia's Fate depends upon your Arms, 


Where the great Son of Thetis calls you Father: 


What Pomp, What Splendor, what Magnificence 


The V1CT1mM. 29 


Can Aireus Palace give exceeding this? | 
Agam. Now in the Name of thoſe Immortal Gods, 

Who gave us Being, from whoſe Race we fpring, 

Grant my Requeſt; Do not attend this Marriage. 

have my Reaſons why you ſhou'd be abſent. , 
Chyt. How can you rob me of the pleaſing Sight? 

Why ſhou'd you blaſh to fee your Chtemneſtra 

Give Agamemnon's Daughter to Achilles? 3 
Agam. | hop'd 1 might prevail by mild Perſuaſion; 

But fince the Force of Reaſon ſtirs you 970 

Know 'tis my Will you come not to the Altar, 


Tis my Command; reply not, but obey. [Exit Agamy 


Clytemneſtra alone. 


Why ſnould the King detain me from the Altar? 
Am I'unworthy, ſince this Dignity, j 
To ſhare-his Honours and partake his Glory? 
Or does he fear his new unſettled Rule, x 80 
And dares not ſhew the Grecians Helen's Sifter ? oth 
Does he for this avoid me? tis unjuſtt 
He ſhou'd reflect my Siſter's Shame on m. 
But *tis his Will, and therefore l obe. 10 2 
Behold Achilles; ſee th impatient. Bridegroom. 


Enter Achilles. 1 1 0 


Achil. All things ſucceed, and anſwer to our Hopes. 
Madam, the King is fatisfy'd----He knows, 
He ſees, he truſts the Tranſports of my Love: 
And when I wou'd have ſpoke to clear my Honour 
He clos'd me in his Arms, and call'd me Son. 
The Camp is all in Joy; Did you not hear 
What Bleſſings have attended you to Aulis? 
Ciyt. Is there a Bleſſing dearer to my Soul, 
Than what I novr- enjoy in this Alliance? 


8 Achill. 


NE DE 


2 In. 
* ** 


NR 


ere 
2 


Ned $46 2-40 <a bred hin ten Fob _ * LS © a ok. 42. 3208 8 1 


Achil. When you arriv d, Calchas aloud proclaim d 


The Wrath of all the Gods wou'd be appeas'd: 


Neptune will hear our Prayers, and the loud Winds 
Be ſummon'd from their Caverns to our Aid. 

And now the puke Mariners unfurl 

Their {lackend Sails, and now they wait the Signal 


To call our Troops on Board, and weigh their anchors, 


For me, if Heaven wou'd ſo indulge my Lore, 
T wiſh the Winds might not ſo ſoon return. 
*Tis with Regret that I, ſo young a Bridegroom, 
Shall be oblig d to leave this pleaſing Shore. 
But When the Trumpet ſpeaks, tis Honour's Voice, 
Nor mult we loſe the glorious great Occaſion 
To puniſh, to chaſtiſe this Raviſher 
Ot Clytemneſtra's Siſter----- All your Wrongs 
Are by this great Alliance made my own. 


Enter Iphigenia, Eriphile, Doris and gina. 


Achil. to Tph. Oh thou my future Happineſs and Lite, 
Illuſtribus Maid, let us attend the Prieſt; En 
There, in the Preſence of th' auſpicious Gods, 
Profeſs eternal Unity and Love. 

Ith. Before we tye this ever-hallow'd Knot, 
I hope the Queen will ſuffer me to ask 
A Pledge of all your promis'd Faith and Love. 
here preſent before you a young Princeſs, 
Heaven on her Face imprints her Royal Birth, 
Her Eyes have all her Days been wet with Tears, 
You know her Miſeries, ſhe's yours by Conqueſt ; 
Ev'n I my ſelf, tranſported with blind Rage, 
This Morning added to her many Griefs; 
What can I leſs than by my readieſt Aid 


Repair the Wrongs ſhe ſuffered from my Words? ; 


She is your Captive, Sir, I ask her Freedom; 
Begin this happy Day to bleſs Mankind. 


Eri. 
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Fri." Her cunning wott'd remove me from his Preſence. 

Oh Counterfeited Love! — Oh female Friendſhip! 

e. 
Ipbi. The Hero does not only draw his Sword 

To tame and conquer a Rebellious World, 

But like the Gods, whoſe mighty Stamp he bears, 

To ſuccour and relieve th'Unfortunate.” 
Eri, My Burthen is too great for Life to bear. 

My Lord, at Lesbos I became your Slave; . | 

Tis too too much to load me thus with Sorrow. 

The-Torments that I here endure are more, 

Are more than Words can tell, or Tears exprel;, 
Achil. How Madam! tho! Captivity's a Burthen 
Eri. Cou'd you Impoſe on me a harder LW 

Than thus to make my Eyes mournful Spectators 

Of all my cruel Foes Felicity? | 

Where-C'er I look I ſee a numerous Hoſt, 1 

Prepar'd with Fire and Sword to ſack my LEONA y 1 

This Marriage too ſtrengthens your ſtrict Al Hance, 1 

And makes our Fate inevitably certain. 

Permit me then, at diſtance from the Camp, | 

At diſtance from this hated Camp ok, ba Eborndly THE: 

To ſeek ſome melancholy lone Retreat, e eee 130 

Ever unfortunate, ever unknown. ap | 
Achil. Enough, fair Princeſs; k Follow to the Altat. | 

There in the ſight of the whole Grecian Army, FF 

hed! give thee, beauteous Pris'ner, Liberty. | 

That! bf Moment which for ever joins 

My Hand and Heart to Royal Iphigenia, 

Shall be the happy Moment of your Freedom. 

As they are going Arcas meets ern, 
Arc. All things are ready for the pious Pomp: 

The King awaits his Daughter at the Altar. 

]----in his Name demand her----rather, Madam, [To chi 

Let me implore your Royal Aid againſt him. 

Che. ng ſay't thou, Arcas? wherefore doſt thod 
kneel ? | 
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Arc. You only can defend her, [To Achil, 
Achil. Againſt whom? ; | 8 
And whom ſhould 1 defend? Collect thy Spirits, 


And ſpeak th' important Meſſage fully to us. 


Ark. I name and 1 accuſe him with Regret; 


Yet while Þ cou'd I kept his fatal Sccret : 


But now my Love, my Duty bids me ſpeak. 
—.— The Knite, the Fillet, and the Pyle are ready; 
Stern Calchas ſtands prepar'd to give the Blow, 


While on each fide the buſie Prieſts attend, 


To mix the facred Wine with flowing Blood---- | 

Cht. Why doſt thou Pauſe ? ------ explain thy ſelf, good 
Arcas. | | | 

Achil. Whatever *tis, ſpeak boldly; fear not, Soldier. 
Arc. You are her Lover, Sir---and you her Mother 

Oh Save, preſerve the Princeſs from her Father. 
Clyt. What doſt thou ſay ? Pre ſerve her from her Father? 
Achil. What ſhou'd we fear from Agamemnon, Arcas?. 
Arc. He now attends Diana's holy Shrine, 

And now, ev'n now, expects the Virgin Sacrifice? _ 


Ciyt. His Child? 
Iph. My Father! : 
Eri. Juſt Heav'n, what do I hear? Oh Doris, Doris, 
A glimm'ring Dawn of Happineſs ſtrikes thro” 
The Gloom of my Deſpair'----My Rival dies! [| Aſide, 
Achil. What frantick Rage arms him againſt his Child? 
Thy Story, Arcas, chills my Blood with Horror. | 
Are. The Prieſts cry out, the Grecian Empire's Weal, 
And the whole Fate of Troy, deperid on this: | 
Our Oracles by Calchas loudly call 
For Iphigenia's Blood; the Gods demand her, 
Iph. Ye Righteous Gods, what is my Crime unknown? 
Che. I now no longer wonder that the King 
Forbad me to approach theſe ſacred Rites, | 
Eri. Haſte, let us fly before em to the Altar: 
We'll ſee this dreadful pleafing Sacrifice! [Aſide to Doris, 
What tha' the Son of Thetis ne er be mine 


Achil. Whom wou'd he Sacrifice? {Pointing to Iph. 


000 


<Y. — 


y emp a tid OTA» OH woa nl no EZ 


FR 3. &. . 2 fy 


The Viet 1M 33 


The moſt Conſummate Joy ray Soul can tale, 
Will be to fee her forc'd from her fond Hero. nh 
Iph. Are theſe our marriage Rites, Oh my. e 

Arc. The People think, as firſt the King A 
Our Altars were adorn'd to grace your Nuptials. 10 
Clye. My Lord, thus low before your Fcet | fall: 
Oh let our Tears provoke your ready Aid RW 
She is your Bride; with pleating Haſte ſhe came 
From Argos, to receive her promis d Hero, x6] 
With Tears of Joy you met her mr Einbraces: 
And will her Godlike Maſter ta ly {7 | 
The Darling of his Soul tor: iro, his Arms 1 
Shall ſhe Embrace their Sriues with Suppliant lande, 
And vainly beg the rigid Gods for Mercy? 0 
Oh Sir, you are her only Hope her Help, 5 
Her Father, Husband, Altar and her Gad. 
Oh ſove defend her from the blood y Prieſt. 
You do, you will: I fee you teel our Wrongs. 
Ill inſtantly attend their horrid Pomp, | 
And k'iiow what Oracle has thu; proclaim d Y-4:14 "v0 
My Daughter's Fate; Guard her till ] return 4 6) 
If nothing can diyert the fatal Blow, . | 


* + 


The Cruel King ball jee me periſh with her. Ew 


E and Achilles 


Achil. The Horror of this dreadtul Incident 
Had ſtruck me dumb and motionleſs; l faw 
Your Royal Mother bending at my Feet, 

And begging with her Tears my ſpeedy Aid. 
Who has more Intereſt in your Life than TY 

Shall Tphigenia bleed, and Thetis Son «x 
With Unconcern behold the Butcher Prieſt 
Bath'd in his Miſtreſs Blood ?----No, Madam, No: 
Repoſe your {elf----1'1] anſwer for a Life 
Much dearer than my own----Your Happineſs 

Is in interwoven, ſtruck into my Being, 
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34 The V1cCT1M. 
'Tis mingled with the vital Stream that rolls 5 
Thro' all this Frame But I'll revenge my Wrongs. 
"Tis notſ enough that I defend my Love, 
No! the Contrivers of this blood y Stratagem, 
Who durſt thus arm my Name againſt your Life, 


Shall dearly pay the Purchaſe of their Fraud. 


Achil. Inhuman Agamemnon | was not 1 
Prepar'd to vindicate your Siſter's Wrongs ? 
Why this Affront to me? this cruel Outrage? 


I firſt of all the Princes gave this Man, 


This barbarous Man, my Suffrage to command: 

I Nam'd him Chief of all the Twenty Kings 

Who rivald him in Empire — Yes, I rais d, 

I firſt created him this God on Earth, | 

And now he levels all his Bolts at me. 
Tþh. Conſider yet, my Lord, that Agamemnon 
Achil. My Love, my Anger and my juſt Diſdain 

Call loudly for Revenge Oh Iphigenta ! 


Had ] remain'd one Moment more in Lesbos, 


Who cou'd have ſav'd the: from their bloody Rage? 
In vain thou wou'dft have ſ{.ught thy Husband here; 
For thy Inhuman Father, not content 7 985 
To violate the Laws of Love and Nature, 

Cloath'd and diſguis'd his ſavage Purpoſes 

With the ſoft Name of Marriage----As my Bride, 
He wou'd have led you to the pompous Altar. 

—.— Gods. Lil be ſatisfy d - My Name's abus d, 
The Grecian Princes ſnall command Redreſs, 

And heal my wounded, my inſulted Honour. 

Ieh. Alas! it once you loy'd, you wou'd reſtrain 
Theſe unkind Words, and ere you ſpeak, reflect, 
This Barbarous, this Inhuman, Cruel Man, 
Whate'er he is beſides, is ſtill ny Father. 

Achil. No, he has forfeited that pious Name; 
He's your Aſſaſſin now, your Murthezer, 
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[Is going 
Iph. Oh ſtay, my Lord, and deign to hear me ſpeak. 
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Iph. 'Tis with the utmoſt Pain you wound my Soul, 
When thus you call him Cruel and Unkincg 
And ere 4 is he Cruel? Why Uakiad? 
Do not his Groans inceſſantly prochim oo 
The weighty Grief that loads his tuffering Mind? 1 
What Father thus wou'd loſe a Child he od 
Oh, I beheld the Tears ſtream down his Checkt, 1 
When firſt he found he could not ſave my Life. 
Accuſe him not, till you have heard his Reaſons: 
Add not, to all the Horrors of this Day, 
The Loſs of your Alliance. Agamemnon 
Will ſatisfie your Deubrs---- When 1 am dead, 
Your Friendſhip may continue, to reform 
And bleſs Mankind; If Iphigenias Memory 
Raiſes a pious Sigh, or kind Reflection, | 
*T'will be a grateful Tribute to her Love. | | 
Achil. How, Madam! then, amidſt theſe Dangers cond h 
ou, | 
Your 90 are only leaſt you ſhould Offend . FOR: | 
This Cruel Man! What can I call him leſs, de ng wk 
Who thus demands your unoffending Life? _ 41 
And when I'would eppoſe my timely Hand 
To ſtop his Rage----his Quiet, his Repoſe, 
Is all your Care! Oh Rigid and Unkind, 
Both to your ſelf and me- Oh Iphigenia, 
Does faithful Love merit this cold Return? 
1ph, Injurious Man, can you ſuſpect my Love? 
How brightly has it ſhone? how have I prov'd it? 
You ſaw me now receive the dreadful Summons 
To ſudden Death, unſhaken and reſolv'd. 
Say, did my Eyes drop one reluctant Tear? 
Have I yet murmur d out a Sigh, or trembled? 
Vet when the News of your Inconſtancy 
Arriy'd, it planted Daggers in my Heart, 8 
To what a height did my Delpair ariſe? 9 : 
And when I teund you true, what were my bud.” 
'Tis therefore, therefore tis the Angry Gods 
Devoted me to die; I fondly thou, ht 
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Immortal Happineſs below my Wiſh. | 
Achil. Oh thou kind tender Partner of my Lie, 


Live for my ſake let me Petition thee 


To fave my Love— My Soul is bound in thine, 
Buer Clytemneſtra and Egins. 
Clyr. All's loſt; my Lord, without your timely Aid; 


The King with care avoids and fears my Preſence; 
He has refus'd to ſee or hear me ſpeak; 


The Guards, by his particular Command, 
Surround the Altar, and defend each Avenue.  . 
Achil. Tis well this ſtubborn King rules abſolute 
Madam, Atrides, ſhall both fee and hear me; 
11! open you a Paſſage through his Guards. 
5 Achilles leading off Clytemneſtra. 
Iph. Yet ſtays. Achilles: what would you attempt? 
Oh whither would your generous Paſſion drive you? 
Achil. Whate er you ask againſt your {elf is yain, 
We mult oppoſe you; to protect your Life. 
Clyt. What woule'ft thou Ihigenia? fay, my Child. 
11h, Reſtrain the Paſſion of a furious Lover; 
Let not my Father and Achilles incet. 
Achilles, full of Fire and deep Reſentment. 
Will aggravate his Sorrows with Reproaches. 
My Father's juſtly jealous of his Power, 
And full of Heat No; let us gently. try 
By ſofter Means to work upon his Soul; 
He'll come biraſelf, ſurpris'd at my delay, 
To lead me, to conduct me to the Altar. 
Then he'll behold an oppreſs'd Mother's Grief; | 
I know he'll feel eur Sorrows, and remit 
The fatal Sentence of offended Heav'n. 
et ſhould he ſtill purſue, with Conſtancy, 
The dire Decrees above Oh my Achilles, 
III ask; —— what, yet I never did intend, 
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11! ask, with Tears, my Life -I ſtrive to pay 

The mighty Debt I owe, and live for you.. 10 
Achil. Go. plead thy moving Cauſe, thou ſuffering Maid, 

Recal his Reaſon, his Humanity. 

His Love, his Duty; fay 'tis my Requeſt. 

For yours, for my Repoſe, and for his own. 

hut if our Words ſucceed not, we muſt Act. | 

Madam, I wholly am diſpos'd to ſerve you, [To Clyt, 

et me conduct you to your own Apartment. 

Your Daughter ſhall not die, you have my Word, 

Her facred Life is guarded by my Sword; 

The Subtle Priefts ſhall find, her Deſtiny 1 5005 

is not in them; nor in their Gods, but me. LE xeEe; 
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Eriphile and Doris. 


Eri. TO, never, never was my Soul as now 
Diſquieted, and torn with wild Diſtraction. 

With envious Eyes I ſee her glorious Danger, 

Behold her Great, triumphant in her Woe. 

Didſt thou not mark her Pride, when ſhe perceivd 

Achilles greatly mov d with her Misfortunes? | 

This Heroe, terrible to Humankind, 

Who never weakly melted into Softneſs, 


| Bred in his Youth, and harden'd to Deſtruction, 


Who firſt receiv'd, as buſie Fame reports, 
His Food from Savages, while in a Deſart 
The Infant. God was nouriſh'd by a Tygreſs; 
------Yes, he relented------- Gods! I ſaw his Eyes 
Shed the big Drops; yes, his whole Soul relented, 
And all the Heroe ſunk into the Lever. 
------- What Racks. —. -- what Tortures would I not in 
dure? | | 
What lingring Ages of Deſpair and Death, 
To draw one Tear from this immortal Man ? 
Dori. Let her enjoy ther fruitleſs Pride, and die. 
Eri. No, no, ſhe will not die; her haughty Lover, 


Achilles, will remove all Obſtacles: 


Her gentle Reſignation to Heay'ns Will, 
Her pious Tears, her Heart that bleeds to part 
With Life and him, and all this Pomp of Grief, 
Will more indear her to his Soul than ever. 
Doris. He dares not rob the Altar; haughty Calchas 
Will arm the People and the Gods againſt him. 

Eri. Doſt thou not ſee how cautiouſly they act? 


The fatal Sentence is with Care conceal d, 


Nor 
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Not does the Camp yet know their Royal Victim. 
vet Agamemnon doubts and feels his Blood 
hebel Waifiſt the Dictates of the Gods. 
Ch Doris! how, how will his ſtaggering Mind 
Suſtain-th' Attacks of Nature ?------his Wife's Rage? 
ais Daughters Tears? .- and fierce Achilles Wrath? 
No, no; tha Gods in vain doom her to die. 
zm, and I alone muſt ſtill remain 
Uafortunate - and yet, if I muſt periſh, 
hy ſhould I fall alone l .- it ſhall be done. 
Dor. What horrid Image ſtrikes your feyeriſh Mind? 
hy does your troubled Faney raiſe new Terrors? 
Eri. I'll inſtantly proclaim, through all the Camp, 
The Gods demand their Victim, Iphigenta, 
hat ill their impious King keeps back the Sacrifice; 
That dreadful Vengeance waits to puniſh all 
or Agamemuon's Sacrilege- -----Pll blow 
The murmuring Soldier into mad Sedition. | 
Doris. Think cooly, Madam, think what Confe- 
queace. ; 
Eri. Troy will inrol my Name among her Gods, 
And all her Domes breathe Clo ids of prateful Incenſe, 
thus J can diſturb their Peace, thus break. 
heir ſtrong Alliance, cheriſh their Diviſions; 
um proud Achilles againſt Agamemnon, 
n turn their ſharpen'd Points to civil Fury. 
Dor. 1 appel your raſh Deſign; but Tee 
Where Clytemmeſira comes-----Jet us avoid her. 
Eri. Yet Dorss, let us ſtill with care conſult 
What further muſt be done to make ſecure 
Tais Sacrifice-----'tis pleaſing to the Gods; 
Tis ſeconding and aiding their Commands. : 
1 Exeunt Eriph. and Doris. 
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Clytemneſtra and Agamemnon meeting, | 


Agom. Why, Madam, are my Orders diſobey d? 
I fert by Arras, to demand your Daughter; 
Do you with-hold her from the ſacred Rites; | 
Why will you till diſpute my juſt Commands? 
Cht. Sir, you ſhall be obey'd ; bur is there not 
Some kind fore-warning Power that moves within yon 


And bids you wiſh theſe Rites might be delay'd? 


Agam The ſacred Shrine is dreſs'd; the Prieft prepar 
Ciyt. But where's the Victim Cruel Agamemon. 

Agam. Hah'!——then the fatal Secret is reveal d. 
Cht. Come forth my Child, attend your pious Father; 


Enter Iphigenia, and kneels to Agamemnon. 


Kneel, knee}, and thank him for his tender Love; 


He comes himſelf to lead you to the Altar. 
Agam. Riſe, Tthigenia----Wherefare doft thou kneel, 
And.weep, and fgh? Why are thy mourning Eyes 


Dejected. fix'd on Earth? Oh! tis too plain, 


© 4 * - 


Ith. Complain not, Sir---you ſhall not be betray d. 
Your Will ſhall be ſubmitted to-..-1'll die. * 
My Life is yours, you but recal your own. 

With the fame Heart contented and reſign d, 0 

With which I thought to find my promis'd Lord, 


You ſhall behold your Victim meet the Blow. 
Agam. Faireſt Example of exalted Virtue: 

Oh glorious Maid---my Ci. my Ithigenta! _. 
Iph. And yet if this reſpec\jul 54 this Duty , 


Appears to merit any Recompence; 


Might I not wiſh—— ſurrounded thus with Honours, 
Not to be torn away by ſudden Death? ' 


So ſudden, I can hardly ſay, Farewel, 


Or call, you by the much-loy'd Name of Father. 
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Fos, I have been the Pleaſure of your Eyes. 
Once prodigally kind you lov'd your Child; 
| How often have you held me in your Ams, 
| nd thank'd the Gods in tranſport for the Bleſſing? 
| No" wou'd you bluſn to own the honeſt Weakneſs; 

Ob, with what Joy, what Fondneſs wou'd,you hear | 

My Infant Tongue preſage your glorious Battels, 
| How often did I then foretel the Fate 
| Of haughty Troy and dreſs my Victories 

ln childiſh Bloquence---I little thought 

| That I muſt firſt fall by my Father's Hand, 
And pay with Agamemnon's Blood the Triumph, _ 

gam. Oh, why doſt thou repeat this moving Tale? 
h. Not that J fear the Blow, or ſhake at Death. 

Do 1 remind you of your former Goodneſs; 

My Heart is truly jealous of your Honour. 
| Believe me, were my Life alone concern'd, | 
you'd not thus recount your former Love; 
Nor wound you with the tender dear Remembrance. 
gut on my Fate, the Weal, the Happineſs 
Of an indulgent Mother's Life depends: 1 
| And that braye Prince, the Godlike Son of Thetis, _ | 
| A Prince who might, if the juſt Gods had pleas d, 1 1 
dae given new Honours to your deathleſs Name: Wt: 
| For you permitted me to hear his Paſſion, 
| And fayour all his faithful Vows of Love; | 111 
| He knows your Purpoſe, be the Judge your ſelf, "WY 
| How his unconquer'd Spirit beats and rages,. | | F: 1 
Loſt in a wild of Paſſion and Deſpair. | 
h Pardon, Sir, theſe ſtrugglings of my Soul, 
Ie ſave a tender Mother and a. Lover, | | 
| Azam. Daughter, tis true; I know not for what Crime 
| Th: mighty Gads ask from our Houſe a Victim; | ; 
| Put you are pointed out; the Blood of Helen | f 
Mast ſtain their Altars, and prevent their Judgmcnts:. 9 
h think not, Iphigenia, that my Love 8 1 

Waited *rill you peution'd for your Life. 5 
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Sprung from the Blood of Atraus and Thyeſtes- 


What have I not endeavour d to preſerve you? 
This Morning I recall d thoſe fatal Orders 
Which ſummon'd you to Aulis but in vain. 


Some Power unſeen broke thro' my weak Attempt, 


Deceiv'd the Care of an unhappy Father, 

Who impiouſly protects what Heav'n condemns. 
Iph. Let us then yield to Heav'n- lead on, my Father, 

The Gods and Agamemnon ask my Life, 


Lead on. tis impious to contend or grieve. 


Asam. Greatly reſoly'd-----Oh thou brave Child 
"Virtue; | | Py 
In thee our high Alliance with the Gods 
Shines forth;----yet I applaud with Pain, 
With Torture, thy Heroic Reſolution. 
We muſt obey----the dreadful Hour is come; 
Go then, reſign thy dear important Life, 
To intercept the Vengeance of the Gods. | 
Leaſt it ſhould fall on Greece there let em know | 


Tis Agamemnons Blood that faves his Country.” 


Chyt. Inhuman! you contefs your guilty Race, 


Is this the happy pleaſing Sacrifice, 
With ſo much Care, ſuch Artifice prepar'd ? 
Think'ſt thou with Tears to moderate thy Crime? 
This Oracle it ſeems calls for her Life. 

Will Heav'n be honour'd by a barbarous Murther? 
If for the Crime of Helen, Helen's Race 

Muſt bleed; recail Hermione from Sparta: 

Let Menelaus with his Daughter's Life 
Abſolve, and ſo redeem his raviſh'd Spouſe: 
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This Helen, who diſturbs Europe and Aſia, 


Is ſhe a Prize worthy your great Contention? 
A ſhameleſs Woman; Theſeus ſtole her firſt 


From Lacedamon, long ere Menelaus 


Eſpous d her; Yes, we all have often heard 
Calchas declare, a Princeſs then was born 
By that ſtoln Marriage, who is ſtill unknown: 
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Jam. Wilt thou preſume with Arguments to ſtop, 
©: contravert the Dictates of the Gods? | 
Againſt high Heaw'n, our Reaſon and our Power 


| Are weaker than autumnal Leaves, blown off 
| And ſcatter'd by the Winds Vain Arrogance. 


Oht. It muſt not, ſhall not be; no, Agamemnon; 
i wil preſerve my Child, or offer up | 
A double Sacrifice to angry Heav'n. 


—— -Yes, Iphigenia, if 1 cannot fave thee, 
| The cruel King ſhall never part us more, 


ror if we muſt not live, we'll dye together. 


[Exit Clyrem. leading Iphigenia. 


Apamemnon alone. 


111 Heav'n! wy am I not diveſted, ſtript 


O Nature, Reaſon, and Humanity, | 
aud harden'd to perform your bloody Laws? 


Ol, wherefore have I yet a Father's Heart? 
is too too much And yet Heroic Virtue 


|; rought in Fire, and he muſt bravely bear 


Ine Storms of Life, who works his Way to Glory. 


Enter Menelaus. 


Mene Ob, Son of Atreus, haſte and fave your People, 
Your Glory, and your Duty to high Heav'n: | 
Calchas, incens'd at your Delays, demands 
Why you detain the Victim of Diana. 

Nev inauſpicious Omens fright the Prieſts, 

other Sacrifice will be receiv'd; 

7c lockt-up Winds do yet refuſe their Aid. 

think your lingring Army here muſt periſh, 

Muſt periſh all; our Wrongs be unreveng'd. 
Agam. Oh, Menelans! Brother! Helen's Rape 


| Will amply be reveng'd ;' the rigid Gods 


0 er-rate yon Afran Towers; tho' Victory 
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Crewn all our Toils, the Victor is undone. 
---- Muſt Iphigenia die for Helen's Crime? 
Is Virtue made the Martyr of Diſhonour? | 
Men. Not for the Crime of Helen, but the Wrongs 
Of Greece; we arm----had they return'd, or puniſh'd 
The lawleſs Raviſker, they had not broke 
The ſacred Laws of Nation:---- Nor had then 
Theſe glorious Chiefs 2ff-mbled here in Arms, 
Drawn forth in dreadful bright Array of Battel: 
Why are thoſe awful Powers above concern'd 
To give our Arms Succeſs? why do they ask. 
Thie ſpotleſs Victim, but to purifie 
The Grecian Camp, and give a Wind for Troy? 
Agam. Wherefore ſhould Ighigenia's Life alone---- 
Men. What Blood is worthy chaſt Diana's Altar, 
But Tphigenia's?- Who but Agamenmon - 
Should vindicate his injur'd Subjects Wrongs ? 
Oh, King of Men, which of us would not bleed - 
To ſave or to augment his Country's Glory? 
Agam. Oh dangerous heighth! oh Glory to be-pity's! 
Men. Away, Atrides; think no longer; AQ. 1 
We climb on high with Labour, the Aſcent | 
Is ſteep and arduous to conſummate Virtue, 
Agam. Shall 1 then, Menelaus, muſt I fee 
The Butcher Prieſt, ſurrounded by the Croud, 
The barbarous Multitude, ſlaugbter my Child, 
Open her bleeding Breaſt, and while the Heart 
Yet beats, with. Horror ſee the ſtreaming Blood 


 Guſh in tumultuous Torrents from the Wound? 


While with erected Eyes, and crimſon'd Hands, 


Calchas conſults the Gods, grown exorable, 


And fatiated with Blaod, inclin'd to Mercy. 
Men. And can your obſtinate, hard Diſobedience ? 


Can all your Fears, or Menaces, or Arms,. 


Now Heav'n demands her Lite, preferve your Child? 
Agam, Suppoſe theſe Prieſts abuſe the Name they Worſhip, 
At firſt Beaſts only bled; now human Gore 
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With frequent Sacrifice diftains their Shrines: 


In holy Leading: ſtrings the Infant Bigat, 
Like x & devoted Brute, follows his Prieft, EY bf) 
And bleeds, to magnifie the pious ob. 
O Luxury of Pride!—— Oh impious Pageantry! 7. ag 

Men. Take heed of impious Thoughts; when Heavenly 

Wrath _ 

Deſcends in ſweeping Plagues, and thins your People; 
When you and all your Race, to future Dees, | 
Accurs'd, ſhall groan beneath its Iron Red; 
ir will be then too late to call for Mercy. 

Agam. It may be ſo—— Perhaps th' offended Gods, 
To {atisfie their Juſtice for my Crimes, 
Command her Death Perhaps the ſubtle Priefts - 
Have forg'd this rigorous Sentence-----Qh, my Soul! 
How ſhall 1 act? the ſtruggling Paſſions meet, 
Diſtract, divide, and tear me from my ſelf.— * 

— Now pleading Nature ſtrikes my Soul with Horror, 
And cries aloud; O murther not thy Child, 
by 2 too haſty Zeal and credulous Fear! of 3 

And now the Conſcience of my Royal Duty, | | 
And what I owe to Greece, returns, and checks | 


My tender Fear, and calls it Sacrilege. 


-lramortgs! rb! bright Source and vita! spring! ! 
dA 
DiFafive Bei Lhd thou, Father Foe, . 
Father of G ng and Men, inlighten me, 
That I may know and execute thy Laws,*.. 
Men. I {ee your Nature's ſtirr'd, 1 ſee, 1 feel 
With you, your Soul is fond of Iphigenia. 0 
Agam In her 1 had laid up Treatures for my Age, 1 
And hoarded Joys to bleſs the calmer Evening = 
Of buſie Life IL know no other Comfort: i 
* me confeis a Fatber's Weakneſs to the: 
Falli on Menelaus's Neck, nd Weeps. 
Support me, Geds!----Now all my Soul is open, 
Oz, let me thus, thus let me 6 ſpeak ber Loſs! 


— hut 


14 


1 
1 


— — — — 


7 c 
ͤ¶—qẽſœUtTU—U U U —B—B̃ — — — — £ — —_— — 
p ——— — — 


os 4 = * —ů— 
2 eta» — — — we a 


— 
. 8 


4 — N — 
bY — oe 
Sans 7 

* —— 
— 


— —— — 


— — — — 


— —— — 


oo 


- 2 
— boner AB. 


* % 8 
gw 


OS 
—— ben 


wy — . — , © ny, 
r 
— — 0 f OF - al wat » — 2 ——— R — 


— 
R822 


— 
— 


— 
1 
3 2 * 


46 The ViIoriI u. 


hat *tis the Will of Hear n, and I obey: 

I know you'll ſay theſe Tears are moſt unmanly, 
P've done------And yet 'tis the laſt tender Debt 

I cer ſhall pay her pious Love and Duty. 

Men. Now, on my Soul, the Chords of his big Heart 
Are tortur'd on the Rack. — Ob, Son of Atreus ! 
Think you are yet a King. ſupreme of Men. 

Agam. Had I been bleis'd with humble Poverty, 
Freed from this Yoak, this haughty Yoak, Ambition, 


. And cover'd by Obſcurity from Danger, 


I had poſſeſs d in Peace my Iphigenia. 
Mercileſs Gods! take back your Purple Glories, 
Strip me of Subjects, Titles, Power and Rule: 


Oh, give me only, give me to preſerve 
My virtuous Child! | 


Men. My flowing Eyes, my Heart, 
With Sympathetic Sorrow feel thy Grief: 
Let all our Wrongs be unreveng d; for mine 
I give 'em- ---l releaſe em to thy Sorrows, 
------Repoſe your ſelf------ We will at leaſt defer 
This bloody Sentence -L return in haſte 
To Calchas, and oblige the angry Prieſt 
To wait a {ſecond Order from the Gods: 
Yet we ſhall gain one Day, and that improv'd, 
With ardent Prayer, may ſoften or avert 
The Wrath of Heay'n, and ſave your Child and Honour. 
Agam. Words are too poor to thank thee; haſte m n of 
Intreat good Calchas, too ſeverely good, 
That till to Morrow's Sun reviſits us, 
He will de fer this awful Sacrifice. 
Mene. Calchas this Morn ſeem d much concern d, and 
mournd 
This dread ful unrelenting Call of Heay' n. 


Agam. Haſte then and try to move him; tho I doub: its 


The Pityof that Prieſt is Cruelty; 


His pious 2. mourns and e at once. 
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1 Acypt thus, from the fermented Mud, 
1c genial Sun raiſes a monſtrous Brood; 
umphibious Wonder quits his watry Den 
n hideous Ruſh, and ſweeps the trembling Plain, 
[:11r0ys all round; yet then with pious Tears | 
': rnourns, he murthers, weeps, but never ſpares. 54 


[ Mene, aud Agam. part, 


> 


Agamemnon meets Achilles. 


Achil. My Lord, an idle Rumour flies abroad; 
|: hardly yet has gain'd on my Belief; 
";; {a19, (it ſhakes my Soul when I repeat it.) 
is {1d that Iphigenta dies this Day 
your Command------That, deaf to all the Cries 
Nature, of Humanity and Blood, | l 
You will your ſelf deliver her to Calchas; 
Thi: fhe was furnmon'd in my Name to bleed, 
ad that theſe Nuptials only were ſuppos'd, 
ind and cover the detefted Purpoſe. | 
Aram. Oh, what a Seaſon has he choſe t inſult [ {fde; | 
1 -2rtur'd Heart, and load me with Reproaches? | 


4:2i1, What am I now to think ?. Tis for your Honour 
0 11/ence theſe inglorious baſe Reports. yo 2 
m. Young Prince, I never reader an Account 

) what 1 do------or publiſh my Deſigns. 


Daughter has not yet my laſt Commands; 
den ſhe's inform'd, if it concerns the Camp, 

vou, you'll know my Pleaſure in your Orders. i 

Achil. I know too well your barbarous horrid. Purpoſe. 

£ am Then wherefore do you ask me what you know? | 
Achil. Why do I ask ?-----Oh, Heav'n! can I believe 1 
dat thus you dare avow your barbarous Zeal? —  -. | 
Faith, my Love, my Honour muſt oppote you. 

£m. But you, who thus in Menaces 2 | 

01 haughty Will, forget to whom you 4{peak, - 
Ah, Tis you forget my Love.. Tis you forget 

| Achilles 
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Achilles neither does, nor ſufferb Wrongs. qi? 
Agam. And who committed, Sir, this 0 to you ? : 

Which way ate yo concern d to inte pole 11A 

Between my Honour and my Famil); 

Say? am I not her Father ? Or are yu Fs 

Her Husbaud: = - Whence this bufie Maadanch r 


"chil By Heav'n ſhe's mine, intirely, wholly mi le: 


Your Word has made her ſo, and this right Hand 


Shall guard my facred Title to her Heart: 
Did ſhe not come to Aulis, to conclude, | 
By your Command, this Marriage? Faithleſs Man / 
Agam. Complain of Heay*n, De angry with the Gag; 
Accule their Priefts, the Camp, the Grecian 3 
Accuſe Ulyſſes, Menelaus, Neſfor; 
But firſt, and chief of all accuſe] your falf 
Achil. Oh, give me Patience, Heay n! am 1 HED 


vo 1 partake in your unnatural Guilt? 


Agam. Yes you! Who graſping at yon Faſter Con- nel 
Mucmur's at Heav'n and this deſtructive Calm. 
And when 1 would have here diſmiſs'd the n 
You ſpread th infectious Fury thro? the . 

And ruin'd all my laboum ' Care to ſave her; 

For then you only talk'd and thought of Troy, + 
Conqueſt and Troy ----Haſte then- ---Prepare to 4. 
Her Death opens our Courſe-----Go ſatis fi, 
If ought can fatisfie, your mad Ambition. 

Achil. Gods! muſt I ſuffer! muſt I bear all chis? 
And dare you add, to all your Perjuries, 

The boldneſs to impoſe on me your Crime? 

Agam. Keep down your ſwelling Heart 3 und ne! 

that Pride, 
That fiery Thirſt of Fame, has ruin'd all; 
My Child is ſacrific'd to your Ambition. n 

Achil. For me! For my Ambition! But III cur 
This riſing Heat, and reaſon cooly with you 200 
——— Tel] me then—— Tell me calmly, Agumemmor 
Which way was I concern d for Helens Rape? 
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Why, from the peaceful Fields of Theſſaly, 

Have I led on my faithful AF rang _ 

Deaf to the Voice of my Immortal Mother, 

And careleſs of my dying Father's Words? 

Why do I fondly ſeek that Deſtiny, | 

To which they ſay I am foredoom'd in Troy? - 

What Fleets have ſail'd from {ſwift Scamander's Flood 

To pillage Theſſaly? —— What Raviſher 

Has ſtole my Wife or Siſter from Lariſſa? 
Agam. 'T was not for me you arm'd, but 4/:a's Empire. 
Achil. Barbarian! Am I not in Arms for you? | 


hy do thoſe Troops cover th'extended Strand 


Of-Aulis? ——But to vindicate the Wrongs 
Of injur'd Hoſpitality and Love : 
And ſhall 1 fee the Miſtreſs of my Soul 


Torn from my Bridal Bed, and not revenge 


Her Wrongs and mine? ----Or will you, can you think, 


To juſtiſie his injur'd Love and Honour? 


4 


For me the beauteous Maid mourns her hard Fate, 
Her Lite is mine----her Happineſs my Glory! 

To her my Veilels, Soldiers, Arms, my ſelt, 

Are all engag'd--»-And not to Menelaus: 

Let him purſue, let him redeem his Wife, 

And gain a Conqueſt, which the Gods proclaim 
Is to be purchas'd only with my Blood 

A know not Helen, Priam, Hector, Paris; 


. Iphigenia is the ſacred Prize 


1 claim -the Prize I will for ever guard. 


Tho Human Race riſe in embattel'd Hoſts, 

To force her from my Arms----Oh, Son of Atreu, 

By that Immortal Power, whoſe deathleſs Spirit 

Informs this .Earth-----I will oppoſe em all. 
Agam. Hence then. Return to Theſaly----Draw off 

Your Powers. And by your Abſence, let us gain 

Order and Diſcipline----Go, Leave the Camp; 

I diſengage, I free you from ul” n 
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To me, or to my Daughter By the Gods, 
We ſhall have Heros numberleſs to fight 


For injur'd Greece tho! the proud Son of Thetis 
Be never,heard of more Troy will afford | | . 
1 immortal Laurels for the Victor's Brow, 4 
. And Dangers worthy the brave Warrior's Toil: PSs 
1 For you, I find we ſhould have dearly bought re 
1 Your haughty Aid But who created you A 4 
i The Arbitrer of Greece? ——Away, raſh Youth, But; 
iF Give Laws to Slaves, command your Mirmidons. | uf 
i They'll march, and bend, and tremble at your Nod; : 0 
1 Hence then, and let your Subjects feel your Rage; Nor 
1 I ask leſs Courage, Sir, and more Obedience; BY 
bl | J break, I cancel thus the ſacred Bonds 7 
Wo; That held us in Alliance. _ ho 
8 Achil. Thank thoſe Bonds 1 
5 Phat tie my Hands. and now, OVER now, reſtrain W 
| N My Rage Vou are my Iphigenia's Father, He 
1 Or elſe, by Zove, Immortal Fove, I ſwear, | 141 
bl This Chief, this boaſted Chief of twenty Kings, Sr. 
„ Nad never brav'd the Son of Thetts more! rok ; 
11 RP | and 
WW | Bui l am Calm Remember, Agamemnon, Bid d 
1 i have my Love, my Glory to defend; 0 
| BUG And when you aim at Iphigenia's Lite, if | 
| | 4 The blood / Paſſage culy lies thro! mine. Exit Achil. ” if 
1 Agamemnon alone. Th 
F 1 
W Azam. Thy Folly has deſtroy'd what it would fave; 115 
I Daughter was too powerful while alone | 
3 "Thy Love; thy Inſolence has ruin d all, = 
W And haſtens the dire Blow that thou would'ſt top: 
1:88 IJ muſt not pauſe No, I muſt meet his Farce; 
| My Glory taus is thrown into the Baſlagce; 4 
fi Achilles Threats have ftix'd my wav'ting Heart, & my 
. My Pity now wou'd kem th Effect of Fear. "Wy 
| Enrivates, e Arca, 
wo 
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Enter Euribates, 


Fur, My Lord. 

Azam. What would I do? 
(an I at laft pronounce theſe bloody Orders? 
oy, Victory, Revenge, the Grecian Welfare, 
here promis'd the Rewards of my Obedience: 
Put all theſe Glories, theſe triumphant Laurels, 
Muſt ſpring from Iphigenia's Blood alone. 
She ſhall not die ---I yield to Love, to Nature: 
or will I bluſh to own my generous Pity; 
at then Achilles, arrogantly vain, 
\Will claira the Merit of his haughty Rage; 
Yes, he'll believe I give her to his Threats, | Bl. 
nd tremble at the Terror of his Arms. ar 
No, no, Vil humble the proud Mirmidon; : 
te loves her —— She ſha!) live-——Bur not tor him: 
{i] gtve her to another —— Let his Rage, | 
lis Jealouſie redouble---Halſte, Exribates, 
and let the Queen and Princeſs both attend me; 
Bid *em diſmiſs their Fears. | Exit Euribates. 
Oh, righteous Heav'n! | 8 8 
if yet, if yet it be your rigid Will, | | 
My Child ſhould die, I know my fond Endeavours 
Are weak and powerleſs-- -3ut forgive my Love, 
hat forces me to wait till "tis confirm'd, 
ill you demand your Victim once again. 


ger Clytemneſtra, Iphigenia Eriphile, Doris, Ægina, 
Euribates, and Officers. ts | 


Agan. Go, Ciytenmeſirg, go, ſecure her Life; 
| render you your Daughter, take her hence. 
emove her far, far from this fatal Shore; 
Arcas commands the Guards that ſhall conduct you: 
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I have remitted his Offence----This Charge 
Demands your Secrefie and Diligence: 


Neither the buſie Prieſts, nor yet Ulyſſes, 
Suſpect our Purpoſes; be ſwift and tilent, 


That I retain her here -- While you alone 
Return to gun Guards, attend the Queen. | 
[To Officers We wal Pg. 1 


cs. 


Che. Ob, Sir! 


Iph. Oh, Royal Father! F 
Agar. No Words, no Thanks; we muſt not Part ry | 297 
Form. ba [IF 
Haſte; fly; prevent the ſpeedy Call of Calchas; _ 1 , W. Dre 
Ill favour your Eſcape, and feign ſome Reaſons — 
To make him, for one Day at leaſt, ſuſpen Th. 
The fatal Pomp--Farewel. -The Gods e yu. 1 5 
{ Exeunt Clytemneſtra, Ægina, 'Euribates | 0 2 3 
at one Door, aud e at the other. 
| ' | | or 
Exiphile, Doris. xn od 4125...4 08 £ n 
| —_ 
Eri. This, this: way, Doris, let us ; follow. AMIE eh 
Doris. Where would your reſtleſs Paſſion hurry v0 Or 
Erith. VN inſtantly reveal their Flight to Calchadt. a 
The Priefts; the Princes, and the People, all ; Ee 
Shall know their Fraud--- What, ſhall ſhe live to bod N 
Achilles in her Arms? While I deſpair. 238 :- 
Diſtracting Thought! it is not to be born; 1 BY! 
Thou know ſt not half the Torments 1 endure. | | Wt 
The reſtleſs Stone, the Vultur, and the Wheel, 
Whate'er the Damn'd, or the Deſpairing teel, 
The ſharpeſt Puniſhments of angry ove, 
Are all contain d at once in en Love: »figch ins 
IF. Tr 5 8 | Fe 
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ACT. v. S0 EN EI. 


Enter Iphigenia and Ægina. 
A WAY! Return to my diſtracted Mother. 
Behold, the mighty Gods will be 'obey'd, 
They vindicate their Claim; didſt thou not ſee 
The general Camp in Arms oppoſe our Flight, 
aue all their glittering Javelins pointed round us 
my || Deny, q a Paſſage, and repuls d our Guards? 
MF bat, hall 1 wait till the licentious Soldiers 
| Drag their Unwilling. Victim to the Shrine? 
My Father too -Alas! tho' Heav'n remits 
| The fatal Sentence, he demands my Life. 
| 1 Your Father! Ihhigenia? An o 
, Tes, the King. | 0 1 881 
Pt A 5 has offended him, and I 2 SIR, | 
| luſt puniſh the brave Prince with my Diſlain; a 
| Thus I am doom'd a double Sacrifice. 
| Fe ſent by Arcas to explain his Wiſhes, 
| That 1 wou'd ne'er receive Achilles more, 
Ur favour with a Word that faithful Lover... 
Zi, What, not One Word, One tender laſt Ferecrel, 
Der the ſharp Steel divides you both for ever? 
Iph. Ah Cruel Sentence! Rigorous Command! 
ne Gods, mor = ns only ask my Life. 7 
ye then — But ſee, Ægina, ſee, n 
Achilles comes. Support me, or | e.. 
0: [Refts o on Egina s am 
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Baier Achilles. 


Achil. Haſte, Iphigenia; Follow me your Guide; 11 
Fear not the Noiſe of thoſe tumultuous Crouds. 
hich gather round the Tent in preſſing Swarms ; 
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Appear, and you ſhall ſee thoſe daſtard Troops 
Open before our Arms a ready Paſſage. £94 
Patvoclus, and ſo me choſen Leaders, wait 

To Execute whate'er Commands I give. 

My Troops all watchful, ready to their Arms, | 
And rang'd beneath their Standards, wait my Orders. 
My bold Theſſaliavs, wedg'd in cloſe Array, | 
The firm Embody'd Phalanx, Foot to Foot, 


And Target lock'd in Target, ſhall oppoſe 


he Barrier of their Ranks invincible. 
From that Aſſylum who ſhall dare to force thee ? 


Already haſt thou try'd their feeble Aid. 

Hew did they move th' inexorable Father? 

What other hope, what help canft thou expect? 
ip. J have no hope, but from that mortal Blow, 

Waich will for ever end my Hopes and Fears, 


Achil. Ceaſe, ceaſe this melancholy Talk of Deaths | 


Think how we are oblig'd, how both engaged: 
Oh think. if nothing elſe can move your Heart, 
My Happineſs depends upon your Life. 

Ich. Your Happineſs depends upon my Death. 
Conſider yet what Harveſts of full Fame 15 
The Goddeſs Victory preſents your Arms; | 
Thoſe glorious Fields, which your aſpiring Soul, 
Impatient for the War, burns to poſſeſs, | 
Are barren, if not ſprinkled with my Blood: 

Such is the Law of Fate; ſo to Atrides | 
The Gods, the People, and the Priefts proclaim. 


——— Farewel, brave Prince; thank thoſe immortal Power 


Who thus remove that fatal Obſtacle 


Which barr'd your Arms, and check'd your riſing Glorie 
Achil. V1} hold 'em both -My Miſtreſs and my Glor 


Divide my Soul Nor Gods nor Men ſhall part us. 

I;h. Go, ſignalize this promis'd Grecian Here; 
Turn all your Vengeance on your Country's Foes 
Friam is pale with Fear, all Troy alarm'd, 


Shah 


What! doſt thou only anſwer me with Tears? 


GGG 
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Shakes at my Name. repays your Grief in Blood, 

And drops a Citizen for every Tear. 

= Tho' Heav'n denies me what of Earthly Bleſſings 

My Heart could moſt delire, to live your Bride, 

] ſhall die fatisfy'd----when I believe 

My Death. -- the Source of your immortal Glory, 

Will open to the World the Deathleſs Hero. 

Once more Farewel----Farewel, Immortal Man, 

Worthy the Godlike Race from whence you ſprung. 
Achil 1 cannot, muſt not take this dreadful Farewel- 

In vain with artful Words you ſtrive to elude 

My tender Love, thus obſtinate to die. 

How can my Fame be built upon your Ruin? 

Theſe Laurel Harveſts, Honours, Conqueſts, Glories, 

Are all pre'erv'd in ſaving her I love. ; 

With what Contempt will all the Grecian Princes 

Regard my Arms, when they behold me fluffer, 

With Coward Tameneſs, this moſt horrid Rape? 

My Love, my Glory only live with you: 

Truſt to my Guidance, let me guard and lead you, 

Offering to lead Her. 

Iph. What? ſhall I then Rebel againt my Father? 

I ſhould deſerve the Death I trove to ſhun, 

Oh where would be that Duty, that Obedience ? 
Ach. Tis due to me, your promis'd Lord--.Your Hasband, . 

] boaſt that glorious Title---- Agamemnon 

Shall never rob me of the ſacred Promitc. 

Canſt thou, ſeverely Dutiful and Juſt. 

Refuſe Obedience to thy Father's Will 

In this alone; and yet with rigid Piety 

Receive his abſolute Commands to die? 

| | | [ Takes her Had: 

—Haſte, the Time flies, my Princeſe; and I tear--- 
Ih, Achilles, wou'd you force me from my Duty ? 

Warm'd with the guilty Tranſports of your Love, 

You know not how you load my ſuffering Heart. 

Away, raſh Man- - My Glory and my tHoncur 
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Ought to be dearer to you than my Lifſee. 
----If this ſeems Cruel, Oh forgive a Wretch 

Oblig'd to Laws which all the Juſt obey... 

— 1 haye been Guilty but to hear you ſpeak, 

Oh carry your unjuſt Succeſs no farther, 


eft I ſhould fall, ſhould bleed by my own Hands, 

To tree my. ſelt from theſe. Extremities 

Theſe dangerous:Succours which your Love preſents. 
Achil. *Tis well!--.no- more! . Obey their blood y Call; 

Haſte, ſatisfie your ſtrange Religious Glory, © 

----Hah! fince for Human Sacrifice they thirſt, 

The Funeral Pyle ſhall float in human Blood 

The lying Prieſts ſhall fall the foremoſt Victims: 

Fil Sacrifice a Hecatomb of Prieſts. 

Their Temple too {hall lame; the Hive and Drones 

Conſume at once And while the mingled Blaze 

Shoots thro' the Vaulted Dome, I ſhall behold, 

My Vengeance full, and riot in Deſtruction. 

What is not lawful to Deſpair and Rage? 

And if. amidſt theſe Horrours, theſe Diſorders, 


Your Father too. ſhould periſh in the Croud, os 
Know tis the Eflect of your too rigid Duty; 5 5 
Your obſtinate Obedience ruin d all. [Exit Achilles. 


Iphigenia alone. 


1», My Lord! Achilles, Oh Return. He's gone. 
Deter mine, ye juſt Gods, my Life and Fears: 
Let all your Vengeance be compleated here, 


Enter Clyt. Ægina, Euribates, and Officers a, Guard.. 


cht. Yes, Il oppoſe the World to ſave my Child, 3... 


What, Traitors, would you then betray your Queen? 
Eur Command us, Madam, you ſhall ſee us dic 


To prove our Faith. But what can we perform 


Againſt thoſe numerous Crouds that pour upon us? 
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'Tis not the Rage of a diforder'd Rout; © 
The Camp is all inflam'd with fatal Zeale 
Calchas commands, 'Calthas is King in Aulis. od 
Atrides, diſpofſef&d' of all his Power. 
Yields and is born away by the ſwift Torrent. © 
Achilles, tho Unconquerable, here ns ROAR 
Will find the Work too mighty for his Courage. 
Cly:. Here let em point their impious Zeal on me, 
Take the Remainder of a wretched Being; 5 


* 
LEI 


Yet I'll defend her Life, Til graſp her hard, © 
And in the Pangs of Death, protect and fave her. 
My ſeperating Soul may leave this Body, CET IS 
But never part from her——Oh! my dear Child. 

if Seeing hor 1 


Do I benold again my Tphigenia ? 1 
Ih. What Cruel Planet rul'd my mournful Birth? 
Why was I born to aggravate your Sorrows, e 
And make you feel th'extremity of Woe? 3 
— Met let us learn with patient meek Indurance 
Lo bear our Fate Oh. Clytemneſira! think 
How vainly we contend with Gods and Men. 
Would it avail me, to behold my Mother 
Left to the Rage of a Rebellions People, 
And with unworthy Treatment drag'd about 
As a Deſpiſer of the Gods and Juſtice ? 
Go let the Greeks perform their pious Work; 
And leave, for ever leave this bloody Shoar. 
My Funeral Pile will ſoon in Flames arife; 
That dreadful Sight muſt break your tender Heart. 
—— But one Word more, the laſt Requeſt I make, 
beg you by your Love by your Indulgence, 
Keproach not my dear Father with my Death. 
Clyz. What, ſhall I not reproach thy Murtherer? 
Iph. He gaye me to your Fears — the Hand of Heavn 
Stopt his Endeavours, and reſtraind our Flight. * 
Chi. Oh, how the cruel King deceiv'd my Hopes! 
Iph. He but reſtores the Gods that Life they gave: 
Alas! my Death cannot deſerve this Griet, 
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Your mutoal Loves have yet a living Pledge; 
Oreſtes. young Oreſtes, my dear Brother; 
Oh, may he prove (not like his hapleſs Sifter) 
The Comfort, the Support of all your Sorrows! 
5 Shouting with: 
Hark! the loud Peoples Voice impatient call 


Tacir Victim forth ——Farewel—— Farewel for ever 
| | | [ Embraci!: 8 
Euribates, lead to Diana's Temple. (Ex. Ipbigeni: 
Cht. I'll follow her; unhand me Ves, we'll die 


; A 


Wherefore do theſe Traitors ſtop mc? 
| [Guards advance their Favelins at Clytemneſtr:. 
Here, plunge your av'lins, ftrike em to my Heart, 

And ſatisſie your burning Thirſt of Blood. 


Together 


Enter Ulyſſes. : 


Uly/. Where would you run? — Where would you 
pious Rape 8 | | 

Find its Relief? ——Retyrn——and calmly hear 
What Comfort your Afflictions may admit, Th 

Clyt, Curie on all Comfort! and on him that brings 

U:yf. If you would curſe, curſe that malignant Serpe 
You nurs'd within your Boſom, falſe Eriphile ; - | 
Eriphile, whom you conducted hither, | 
Reveal'd your Flight to the whole Grecian Army. 

Cht. Oh, Monſter! whom Magæra, Hell and Night, 
Ingender'd to deſtroy my Peace and Comfort. 

Uly/. Tour Griet miſtakes its Mercies for its Judgment: 
Is nor the Glory of the Grecian Arms, 
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And linger out in Chains the Days of Shame! 
And thou, Eternal Orb, who once before 
Stopt in thy Courſe, ſhot from the bright Horizon 
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Thy riſing Beams, diſdaining to behold 
Or light that horrid Banquet of Thye/tes; 
Here, here again, the dreadful Son of 4tverss 
Prepares another Feaſt of Blood and Horror. 
—— Whithdraw the Day Let utter Darkneſs dwell 
For ever here, and hide their impious Murther. , 

But now, ev'n now my Child is crown'd to Dye, 
The fatal Garland's wreath'd about her Temples; 
Her Father leads her up, the Prieſts receive her. 
Merciful Gods! prevent the coming Blow. 
Ah! now ſhe bleeds! the fatal Wound is given! 
Farewel, Farewcl for ever, Iphigenia! 

[She jinks into the Arms of her Attendants, 
ard they bear her off. 

Uly/. Support her hence; as the revives, Męina, 

Wich gentle Words relieve her heavy Grief 


Exeuni. 
y ſſes alone. 


The People are fermented by the Prieſthood, 

And will be fick 'till they are cur'd with Sacrifice 

The z2alous Ideots muſt be curb'd by Zeal. 

Qur feeble Maids, like Children in the Dark, 

Create the very Mitchiets that we fear, 

Suſpicion, Melancholly, black Deſpair 
And numerous Ills, which our weak Minds o'erbear, 
Are oft the gloomy Fruits of ſuperſtitious Fear, 4 
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SCENE the Iuſide of a Temple: At the Upper 
End an Altar, the holy Fire burning, &c. Iphi- 
genia a? the Lower: End of the Stage in white, 
the ſacred Fillet round her Head, àadoru'd with 
Flowers, hen Hand bound: Agamemnon e. 
his Daughter: Menelaus, Neſtor, and Ulyſſes, 
on the ſame fide, On the other fide, Eriphile, 
Doris, Arcas, and Euribates, Prieſts; a Chorus 
an each fide the Altar, and Calchas behind it. 


CHORUS. 
We Bend, Diana, to thy Shrine, 
Spotleſs Goddeſs: Power Divine, 
All Nature ſhall with us thy Praiſes join. 


CALCHAS. 
You who at the Altar bow, 
Waiting for the dreadful Blow, 
The fatal Mord ſhall ſoon be heard. 
Diana's Prieſts, is all prepar'd? _ 


NGG 
Al, prepar'd. 


CA LCH AS. 
Honce ye Prophane, far hence be gone : 
Our ſacred Kites are now begun. 
Diana's Priefss, let this be done. 


py CHORUS. 
All 15 done. | 


RS PAY OS 
Then let every ballow'd Tongue | 
Aſſiſt us in 1he ſolemn Song. 
CHORUS 
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Behold, Diana, thy Commands we wait; 

Thy Power is ſhown in Iphigenia's Fate. 

By her untimely Fate, we learn to know. 05 
Nothing but Death is certain here below. 


After the Vocal Muſick, a ſolemn Call by Inſtrumental 
Muſick to the Altar. Agamemnon leads up Iphigenia, 
and as he delivers her to Calchas, . a ſudden Darkneſs as 
if the Day were eclips'd; it Thunders and Lightens, and 
Calchas comes forward, and ſpeaks. 0 


4 


Cal. Whence, and what mean thoſe inauſpicious Omens, 
Sinifter all, and adverſe to our Vows ? 
The Planet of the Day withdraws his Beams, 
And reddens as he finks; while thro? the Gloom 
Pale Meteors dart their ſubtile Fires: The Gods 
In dreadful Thunder ſpeak, the ſhaking Farth 
is torn with ſtrong Convulſions; Nature trembles. 
Ob, Virgin Goddeſs of fair Chaſtity, 4 
Let us again conſult thy ſacred Oracle. 
Thunder ægain. 
Eri. Oh Doris, a cold Sweat ſtands on my Brow 
In Beds of Dew ; each tortur'd Sinew ſhakes 
With ſudden Horror whence this Agony, 
Now when my promis'd Hopes are all in view ? 
Who do they not perform theſe bloody Rites? 
iow {low the Drones proceed Now, Doris, now 
Calchas comes forward, now my Rival dies 
Cal. Hear, hear, ye Grecian; tis the Goddeſs ſpeaks, 
| Now the Fire on the Altar (uddenly breaks iuto Flame, 
By me ſhe ſpeaks; my labouring Boſom {wells ; 
Euthufiaſtick heat warms every Nerve: | 
Hear her Commands, and live: thus ſhe declares 
Her Will, ſhe thus explains her Oracle 
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A Piinceſs ſprung from Helen's Blood, by Theſens, 
| [ Looking ſtedfaſtly on Eriphile. 


158 deflin'd for the Victim of this Day 


Another Ithigenia whom her Mother 
Conceal'd in Lacedamon, here mult bleed. 
I faw, I aw my ſelf their ſtoln Embraces, 
I aw the Fruit of their unlawful Loves; 
Then I foretold her dreadful Deſtiny, 
In vain wer't thou diſguis'd, Eriphile, 
Under that borrow'd Name; the Rage of Heay'n 
With fatal Impulſe drove thee on this Shore. 
Lo, where ſhe ſtands! ſee, ſhe confronts our Eyes! 
Seize, ſeize, ye holy Miniſters, the Victim: 
5. [Two Prieſts offer to ſeize her, 

With pious Zeal approach Diana's Shrine, 
And expiate with her Blood the Crimes of Greece, 

Eri. Stand off no nearer, as you love your Safety, 


Or I ſhall die your whiten'd Robes in Crimſon. 


What? ſhall the Blood of Hero's be prophan'd 

By vulgar Hands?—— No! tus Rob your Altar: 
Thus, thus I bleed the Victim of Achilles. 

The Son of Theris ſtrikes the pointed Steel 


Taro' that fond Heart, which only liv'd for him. 


A noiſe of Swords without. Enter Achilles, Patroclus, and 
Officers with Swords drawn, 


Achil. Where are theſe pious Murtherers, theſe Priefts, 
That thirſt for Blood, for Blood of Innocents, 
And on the Gods impoſe their barbarous Crimes ? 
Deſtroy, Pairoelus, cut em from the Earth, 

Agum. Reftrain your Rape---Behold, all gracious Heav 
Has ſav'd our Ihhigenia; ſee, ſhe lives, Inter poſin 

Achil. Oh my Soul's Joy and Tranſport! do! hold thee 
Once more? And ſhall I live to call thee mine? 
What interpoſing God redeern'd thy Life ? 
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—— What do 1 ſee? Eriphile ! and bleeding! 
Agam. The Goddeſs has reveal'd her Will by Calchas; 
Eriphile's the Victim Heav'n demanded. 
Eri Take, take Libation from the Royal Veins 
Of Theſeus----Cenlecrate your nuptial ſoys 
In Helen's Blood----Hah! my Prophetick Soul 
Looks downwards----and behold my riling Vengeance. 
I fee the curſed Houſe of proud Atrides 
Falls by it felf----behold, the King ot Kings 
Bleeds by the Partner of his Bed and Throne, 
Now mad Oxeſtes, with his Mother's Blood, | 
Expiates his Mother's Crime----the Gods purſue him. 
Haunt him, ye Furies, ſeize his guilty Mind. 
Let Love, Deſpair and Love urge him. like me, 


To ſeek Relief from inexpreſſive Tortures 


In an untimely Grave, | [Dies. 
Ipþ. See, ſee, my Lord, ſhe dies; | 
Oh hapleſs: Maid! 
Men. O yirtuous Iphigenta! 
Her Joys are daſb'd with Sorrow for her Rival. 5 
Agam. Oh Prince! oh glorious Youth! this joyful Day, 
Te Gods have fought the Cauſe of Love and Virtue; 


Reccive her then from Agamemnon's Hand, 


A juſt Reward of the moſt generous Paſſion. 


Achil. Or Father! General! - my bounding Heart 


Leaps at the Gift, tranſported, and inlarg'd; 

May this auguſt Alliance never break, 

May we pu ſue the Paths of virtuous Glory, 

Till our great Acts, Ike Iheſeus Hercules, 

Or Caſtor, Lift the Grecian Name to Heav'n. 

| 1 [ Shouts, 

Uly/. Hark! the loud Winds are free, the joyful Sailors 

Welcome ihe ſpringing Breeze, and in plad Shouts 

Eccho their Toanks---- Away, to Troy, to Troy. 
Agam. Hence let us learn none can be truly happy, 

Bur they who conſtantly obey the Gods, | 

Who firm to Virtues Laws, ſtrive to excel 


In 


1 
9 
\$ 
* 
4 
1 1 
1 
0 
1 
N 
i 
, 
& 


a — _ N 
— — —Añ king 3 


. DRE a 
_- a 


—— 


DDr — 4 


£ av + 
on Cab .. 
Ms, Ut 9%, — — 9 » 6; ee 4 £4t. 4 * 


£ "8 SECIS 


_— ITY FIT" . n \ 2 
e — Ä ——— F 22 


* 


In all her Works, and labour at Perfection. 

Oh Virtue, Daughter of Immortal Love! 
Bright Image, Repreſentative of Fove; © 
For thee we pant, to thee with active Fires, 
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Unclog d by Fleſh, the lab ring Soul aſpires; TAY 


There ſhe finds Reſt, whatever Lot is given, 
A brave Submiſſion raiſes her to Heaven 
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Words are too faint to ſpeak the pleaſing Pain, 
hile yet the World to poliſh'd Arts was new, 


From thence they paſs'd the barrier Alpes, ” ſhine 
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WH ILE we, by Verſe, and vb — TORT 
The ſavage Mind, and Paſſion's Rage dium; 


(hat ſirikes the Soul, and pierces every Vein. 
Vetters, by Time and flow degrees refia'd, 
lmbelliſh'd Life; and fmooth'd the rugged Mind: 


Greece from the diſtant Nile her Learning drew; 
time, Rome's conquering Eagles proudly bore 
ihe Grecian Muſes to the Latian Shore ; 


Ji colder Climates, water d by the Rhine : 


ia Britain ne the Julian Standards Nee, | K 
ind we vero fultiiu z ted firſt by Foes: = f 2 3 ae 5 
here. e er the Te ing Roman Virus mog 'd, 0 
hate er their Legions conquer d, they ape 
Long has this Iſland been thi Muſes Sent, 5 
And Cam and lis their belov'd Retreat; 
Id Chaucer whileom tun d his Gothick Chime, 
And firſt ſubdw d our ſtubborn Proſe to Rhyme; 
Shakeſpear and Spencer next enrich'd our Tongue; 
ind Dryden finiſh d what they labour d long. 

Our Author backward looks with grateful Eyes, 
Aud on his Fathers Shoulders ſtrives to riſe ; 
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PR OL O GU E. 
Anxious to pleaſe, he now revives the Dead, 
Ad raiſes Iphigenia's mournful Shade; 
From Greece, and France, with equal Care and Toil, 
Tranſplants her to Britannia's happy Soil: 

Athenian Maids, two thouſand Tears ago, 

With weeping Eyes behold this Virgin's Il oe: 

Attend; and you may drop a generous Tear, 

Bluſh not that ſuffering Virtue is your Care; 

Indulge the riſing Sorrows in your Breaft ; 

Tis great 10 Grieve for Innocence dif'res. 
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EPILOGUE 


Written by Mr. CIBBER, end 
Spoken by Mrs. OL FIELD. 


RITI CRS, a Trace: Tis true, 1 joft now dy d. 

Nhat then! why now I walk, and ſo you're ſutisfy'd, 
For Form, I could have meal'd my Face, and choſe 
In Peals of Thunder through the Stage thave roſe, 8 
Bat troth I had rather ſpoil the Feſt. than dumb my Clonths. 
A Hole hut two Foot wide! Sure Bays muſt doat! 
Pm ribb'd with nine wide Whale-bon@ Yard: of Petticoat. 
Beſide, my own way (take my Word's) as good, 


I full as well ſhall pleaſe in Fleſh, and Blood 


Thus having fairly told you my Condition, 
I now proceed to open my Commiſſion. 


Know then, a friendly Shade from Realms below 
To you, that live, m ſeat @ Plenipo, 
To warn both Sexes to reform their Lives, 
As Lovers, Hulbandi, Virgins, or ai Hives: 
For, when 1 tell your Puniſhments reſer , 


Yowll rue the Hour, that e er Mw Truth you ſwerv'd, 
As for Example 


M, have get a Prude, youve * that Box adorn, 


Who with her Lovers Merit raibd her Scorn, 
And now (to ſhew to what her Ghoſt is fated) 
Shas nine plump Daughters by the Man ſbe hated. 


Coquettes, and Benux innumerable, Swarm; 


But they (dear Souls!) do very little harm, 
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Merit's fo ſure to Thrive in gur dark Nation, 
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EPILOOUE.. 


Living and Dead the ſame; the happy Elves 


Unrivall'd, ſtill love nothing but themſelves, 
Faſt as with you, in ten Days after Billing, hy 
Bright Geddeſi proves a Fury; Swain a Villain. 


In every other State we differ far, 


"Twere endleſs to be fo particular, | 
Therefore in groſs, *tis proper you ſhould know, 
AU Vices are revers with us below. 


Young Heirs ave Sharpers there; late Sharpers, Cullies; 
Our Soldiers Stock-j1b, and our Cits are Bullies. 
Our Rakes turn Puritans, our Courtiers Quakers, 
And Aldermen moſt furious Cuckold- makers. 


And to relieve Diſtreſs ſo much the Faſhion, 

Ex'n States- Mens Hearts are mov d by foft Com paſſon. 
Our Prieſis ars humble, and our Lawyers honeſt, 

Our Great Men--- pay ſuch Debts— you'd be Aſtoniſſ d! 


Poets you'll own much better paſs their Time, 
For all our Bills of Caſh are drawn in Rime; 
Each Bard's a Banker there, and Fancy coins 
Our Standard Bullion in Immortal Lines: 
But ſiuce, while here, this Paſſive Author muſs 
His Muſe's Value to your Fudgment truſt, 
If on Poetic Fame too faſt he draws, 
Pay an al 858 1 ſtance in en. 4 
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